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SYNOPSIS 


Dr. Ahu Eser, archaeologist, is missing and presumed kidnapped, while the charred remains of 
her colleague have been discovered in a burned out SUV in London, England. Artifacts 
unearthed and subsequently stolen from an excavation in which the deceased worked, prompts 


the authorities and the archaeological community to wonder if these incidents are related. 


Follow Victor Colvin, assassin and associate of Dr. Eser, as he searches for the missing 


academic, battling to find her before her captors no longer require her expertise. 


At the same time, diplomacy in the Middle East deteriorates as the tension between Israel and 
her Muslim neighbours increases - pushing all involved closer to war. When a maniacal business 
tycoon with a penchant for archaeology, and her associates position themselves to benefit from 
the coming confrontation, they begin the process that will force America, Europe and their allies 


to choose sides in the coming day of reckoning. 


A missing archaeologist, an assassin with unfinished business, and a powerful enemy with 
revenge on her mind - continue the adventure in AN EARTH ECLIPSED: An Assassin’s 
Revenge, book two of the “Black Sun” series. 
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AN EARTH ECLIPSED: 


An Assassin’s Revenge 


PROLOGUE 


A cache of cuneiform tablets disappears in 1999, from the Sagalassos excavation in Western 
Anatolia, Turkey. Archaeologist Dr. Ahu Eser and assassin Victor Colvin recovered the stolen 
artifacts from the bowels of Casa Loma in Toronto, Canada. Two years later, the tablets 
disappeared again, this time from the vaults of a museum in downtown Toronto. Who the 


perpetrators of these thefts are, remains a mystery. 


Dr. Eser, formerly the Chief Archaeologist of the Sagalassos excavation, narrowly escaped dying 
from a gunshot wound. Through her tenacity of will and against the advice of doctors and 
friends, she forced herself back to work as professor of Middle Eastern studies at Ankara 
University in Turkey. Her physical recovery from the damage caused by the sniper’s bullet has 


been remarkable; her psychological recovery however, has yet to be determined. 


As for the assassin, Victor Colvin, who was the target of that sniper’s bullet — there has been no 
sign. Last seen in a café, in a small Turkish town on the Bosporus and surrounded by police, his 


present whereabouts are unknown. 


CHAPTER ONE 


“In politics, nothing happens by accident. 
If it happens, you can bet it was planned that way.” 


Franklin D. Roosevelt 


Western Pomerania, Germany, 1991. 


Victor Colvin, assassin, lay among heaps of twisted metal, smoking chunks of debris and broken 
glass. He was dazed and bleeding, prostrate and barely able to move, lying on the road near the 
obliterated remains of a Mercedes sedan and near victim of his first assassination attempt. The 
air surrounding him roiled, driven by the blaze that engulfed the vehicle and that spewed out an 


acrid fiery stench. 


He struggled to clear the confusion that cluttered his thoughts and overpowered his senses; 
testing his limbs, and found his movements were slow and ungainly. The act of standing set off a 
shooting pain that raced through his spine, blasted into his brain, and caused a dizziness that 


again sent him toppling to the pavement. 


As he lay there face down, eyes burning and ears ringing, he unexpectedly felt a firm hand take 
him under the arm and lift him into an environment much darker, cooler, and quieter than the 
inferno outside. The assassin’s confused brain barely recognized a voice drifting from 
somewhere within this sanctuary, saying, “You should have taken greater care, Mr. Colvin...” 
However, the rest of the rebuke remained a mystery as his head lolled sideways and he slipped 


into unconsciousness. 
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Baden-Wurttemberg, southwestern Germany, late October 2005. 


Foreign Minister Hartmann had made this trip many times before. Karlsruhe’s federal court 
buildings provided a convenient setting for the ‘private’ negotiations that the German 
government had from time to time. Today’s meeting was to tie up the finer details of an 
industrial investment-for-energy contract that Germany wanted with her largest energy provider, 


Russia. 


Prior meetings between he and his Russian counterpart had gone well, yet some details remained 
worrying to him. The Russians insisted on using Sonnenaufgangindustries GmbH (Sunrise 
Industries Inc.) as their sole source, infrastructure contractor for their South Stream natural gas 


pipeline - leaving Germany at the mercy of a single, industrial/energy behemoth. 


Another point of contention was the Russian President’s demands that Germany’s official 
representative for all energy deals in the future, had to be the young Baroness von 
Sonnenfinsternis. Here was a clear conflict of interest for the German government since von 
Sonnenfinsternis was the CEO and majority shareholder of Sunrise Industries. However, to 
cement assurances that the Russians would supply a reliable stream of natural gas and oil to his 


country well into the twenty-first century, he had to accept the President's unpopular request. 


The Baroness was the daughter and sole heir of the late Siegfried Wolfram, Baron von 
Sonnenfinsternis. After his death, she had inherited an industrial empire that made her one of the 


richest women in Europe, even before reaching the age of 35. 


However, with the meeting behind him now, Hartmann put these disquieting thoughts out of his 


mind and shifted his Audi from the A5 highway. He had entered the Black Forest on the B500 


and the car flew effortlessly along the well-maintained road with the Rhine Valley to his right 
and the thick, evergreen forest on both sides. The sun was almost below the horizon and the 
shadows of the giant firs lay long over the asphalt. As he noted their pungent scent lingering in 


the crisp autumn air, his mood lightened. 


Now views of the Rhine Valley emerged through breaks in the conifers spreading out along the 
western side of the highway, while the land to his left abruptly rose, telling him that he had 
reached the foot of the Hornisgrinde Mountain. The Audi continued swiftly along the road, 


curving first west and then jogging back to the east as it hugged the mountain’s base. 


Accelerating around the final curve, Hartmann’s reverie dissolved as his headlights illuminated a 
mature stag that stood in the middle of the road. Awash in the lamps’ icy glow, the beast’s 
silhouette contrasted sharply against the darkened forest. He pushed hard on the brakes, forcing 
his car into a skid. Hearing the throaty roar of the Red stag, he jerked his steering wheel to the 
right in an attempt to avoid hitting the animal, but became resigned to the inevitable; Hartmann 


watched trance-like as the distance disappeared between his car and the beast. 


Its bellow over, this great stag turned its shaggy head toward the minister, its eyes glowing a 
phosphorescent crimson. Hartmann perceived a look of mockery crossing the animal’s face, 
which seared its image into his mind. Surprisingly the stag evaporated, like a mirage, as man and 


machine rocketed through where it had stood. 


“Kristi...” the name involuntarily slipped from the minister’s lips. 


With the shock of what just happened, a vice-like grip took hold of his heart. The man gasped for 
air, his body growing numb and he passed out, his foot slipping from the brake. Now with its 
movement unimpeded, the vehicle freely careened into the dense evergreens at the side of the 
highway. The mangled Audi came to rest against a tree, its driver lying dead, slumped over the 


steering wheel. As the chaos faded, the peaceful sounds of night returned to take its place. 
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Lake of Constance, southwestern Germany. 


Two Colibri helicopters flew in low from the north and swung south-west, crossing the island of 
Lindan that is located at the corner of the Lake of Constance. While one chopper made its 
descent onto the south lawn of the Hotel Constance, the other did a low aerial sweep of the 


surrounding property. 


Pandemonium erupted around the hotel’s grounds as a phalanx of Bavarian police cruisers 
arrived simultaneously. Police herded guests and staff inside, or to areas far away from the 
arriving helicopters. The patrons, justifiably upset at having their morning promenade disturbed, 
raised pointed questions as to whom these visitors might be. However, some sharper-sighted 
ones had noticed the German government’s Federal Eagle ensign emblazoned on the sides of 


each helicopter. 


As the protective police cordon took shape from helicopter to the hotel’s terrace entrance, 
security men exited the aircraft. They gave an, "all clear," to its occupants after receiving the 


necessary assurances from the police officer in charge that all was secure. 


Near the hotel’s entrance, the chatter increased as a growing crowd noticed two men exit the 


chopper. Inquisitive guests rightly recognized the pair as the Federal Parliamentary President of 


Germany’s Bundestag, and the Chief of the Federal Chancellery. What affairs of state, these 


bystanders wondered, would have brought two important men to a secluded place like this? 
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Hotel Constance, recreation area - same time. 


“Eight! Game point Kristi,” said the tall, athletic young man as he scooped up the squash ball 
near the base of the court’s front wall. David Beneker, at six-foot, 190 pounds, prepared to take 
his opponent out with his last serve. No beads of sweat came from his closely cropped, jet-black 
hair and his breathing remained calm. Able as he was on the squash court, his adversary was no 
easy mark. His dark brown, friendly eyes shone in anticipation while his clean-shaven square-cut 


jaw remained set with a determination that he would best his opponent. 


Launching the ball to just above the service line with a blistering speed, the woman barely had 
the time or the room to scoop it out of her corner once it hit the floor. Scoop it she did however, 
returning it with a vicious backhanded flick that sent the ball careening along the court’s left wall 


and landing just above the out-of-bounds line. 


“Nice tip Kristi,” the young man said as he lunged toward the shot. Beneker just managed to 
make contact and send the ball back to the front wall in a wide-angled return. Ricocheting off 
that wall, the ball hit the court on the right and so close to the floor that it broke into a roll as it 
deflected back toward the center of the court. There was no way for the woman to return it; she 


had been outshot. 


“You're a devil David!” she growled, as the ball rolled past her feet. 


“Nine points to your six Kristi and four games to your two,” Beneker said as a smile crossed his 
lips for the first time. “If you weren’t so competitive the defeats wouldn’t hurt so much.” He 


dried the sweat off his hands from a towel he had retrieved from his sports bag. 


“Nonsense, you keep me sharp! That’s what I’ve always loved about you,” she replied, moving 


closer to him, hungrily taking in his scent. 


Beneker noticed that the green tint in her eerie hazel eyes was losing out to their coppery tones, 
which appeared whenever she became excited or angry. Her long, full lashes could not soften the 
edge this reddish colour gave to her eyes; a peculiarity of colouring he had never seen in another 
person. Even at an early age, David Beneker had learned to avoid irritating Kristi when her irises 


began to turn a fiery crimson hue. 


Magdalena Kristiana Elizabeth, Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis, ‘Kristi’ to her friends, was in her 
fifties and had the beauty and grace of her Italian mother who had died in childbirth. Her long, 
auburn hair framed a heart-shaped face with high forehead, gently arched eyebrows, a straight 
nose, and lush, pursed lips. From her father she had inherited intelligence, perseverance, business 


acumen, and an innate ruthlessness. 


“Do you fancy another game, Dave?” she challenged, tightening up her ponytail and drying the 


handle of her squash racquet in anticipation. 


“Excuse me, Baroness?” The interruption came from the direction of the court’s open door. A 
head with pale, straw coloured hair swept severely backward from an anemic face of 


indeterminate age appeared. “They’re here,” her manservant said. 


“What, already?” she asked, turning away from Beneker. “Am I running behind Apollyon?” 


“No Baroness, they’re early.” 


“Damn! Stall them Apollyon, I need to freshen up first.” 


“Very good, Baroness,” the manservant replied and closed the door as he left. 


“So David, you’ll help me then, you will find those two agents I hired? Money, as you know, is 


of no object.” 


“Of course Kristi, but what then?” 


“See if they know where the Turks have hidden Victor Colvin.” 


“And if they don’t know?” 


“Then find him yourself! You are the only one, aside from Apollyon, that I have ever been able 
to completely trust. It’s a shame I didn’t go to you first for this assignment.” She suddenly 
paused, glanced up at him with a playful smile on her lips, and added, “Jt’s a shame that I ever 
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let you out of my life at all!” Beneker noted a coppery flame flickering deep in those hazel eyes. 


Patiently changing the subject, he said, “Why not use Apollyon to find Colvin?” He did not feel 


it necessary to go into why their past relationship had failed; she was well aware of the reason. 


“He refuses to leave my side, you know that. He has been like that since you and I were kids. 
He’s afraid that if I need help, he won’t be close enough to assist me.” She gave her old love a 
rueful smile, “There’s good and bad in that I suppose. Ever since my father hired Apollyon, I 
have come to look at him as something of a guardian angel. For as long as I have known 
Apollyon, I have sensed that there is something different, ageless about him. I don’t know how 


to describe it, but I feel safer when he’s around.” 


“The relationship is just a bit creepy Kristi - he’s a bit peculiar, if you ask me,” the young man 


said. ““There’s something almost inhuman about him!” 


“Nevertheless, I need your help. I should have realized that hiring amateurs, that Brit, Reg and 


his Mossad mistress would only bring me grief,” she muttered, pulling the elastic from her hair. 


Shaking out the ponytail, her hair fell gently around her shoulders as she reached down for her 
racquet case and the ball. He noticed that as her low-cut sport top opened slightly, it revealed her 


soft, rounded bosom, and he looked away, trying to forget the hunger he had once had for her. 


She could feel his stare and smiled knowing that he could still be attracted to her, even if it was 
only physical. Kristi rose, looked him in the eye, and said, “Find those agents for me David, and 


get what information you can from them.” 


“And then what do you want me to do with them, Kristi?” He wanted to make her spell it out for 


him, how far was she willing to go to get what she needed, he wondered. 


“Do what you do best. Just make sure their bodies aren’t traced back to me.” Moving closer to 
him, Kristi gently ran her hands down his arms, feeling their strength and vitality. Next, she 


surprised him by brushing her lips against his. 


Pulling away from her, Beneker asked, “And Victor Colvin, when I find him...?” 


He needed her to think hard about what she was asking him to do — ruthless as she was, murder 
had never been in her ‘bag of tricks’ before and to commit now would put her on a dangerous 
path to an unknown future. What he did not know was that her hands were already bloody; what 


was a little more to someone as ambitious as she was? 


“Bring me his head! I don’t care what you do with his body,” she said, as she turned away from 


him and walked out of the squash court. 
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“Gentlemen,” the Baroness greeted as she approached them from the hotel’s elevators, “you’re 


”? 


early!” Dressed in a slate gray pantsuit, her hair clipped behind her, she looked every inch the 


conservative executive. 


“But Baroness, how did you know we were coming?” the Federal Parliamentary President asked. 
He was aware of the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis’ uncanny ability to predict the future. He 
could not tell whether her timely information came via well-placed informants or something, 
perhaps, supernatural. She had earned the nickname of ‘die Seher’ (the prophet), a moniker she 
despised and that no one would dare mention to her face. “We only just discovered this morning 


that the Chancellor intended to send us to pick you up,” he continued. 


“Never mind that Herr President, with the recent death of the Foreign Minister...” the Baroness 


began. 


“But Baroness, his death hasn’t been made public yet, how on earth...? I mean...the accident only 


occurred last night!” the Chief of the Chancellery asked, taken aback. 


“Herr Minister,” the Baroness replied, “my father always said that to succeed in business one’s 
sources of information needed to be impeccable. Now, as I was saying,” she continued, “with the 


death of the Foreign Minister the Chancellor is looking to fill this vacancy as quickly as possible. 


She needs a popular candidate, one that has the full support of a majority of elected officials - the 


choice is obvious.” 


Both men felt her glare as she paused to assess whether she could trust them - which man would 


prove her ally and who the foe? 


“True, Baroness, the Chancellor does have only the best person in mind for the post,” the Federal 


Parliamentary President concurred. 


“Thank you Herr President,” she continued. “You both know that I have the full support of the 
Bundestag parties and have become the obvious choice for the foreign affairs portfolio due to my 
extensive global connections through Sunrise Industries.” Turning on her heel, she began to walk 


in the direction of the waiting helicopter. 


“Even though you’ve never been elected or even run for any of the federal parties?” the Minister 


challenged. 


The Baroness, shocked at the minister’s insolence stopped, turned slowly and then returned to 
where he stood, sizing him up as she approached. A look of mild disgust crossed her face and she 


did not attempt to hide it from him. 


“Herr Minister, this meeting with the Chancellor is a mere formality, despite what she and my 


other opponents may think. My position as Foreign Minister is secure because I hold majority 


support in the Bundestag. The people’s representatives are behind me and there is nothing 
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anyone can do to change that!” she snapped. The minister drew in his breath, realizing that she 
was right, and he knew that it caused much consternation within the small group of the 


Chancellor’s allies. 


“T hope,” she continued, eyeing him carefully, “that I won’t have a problem with you in the 
future.” As her emotions ran high, her eyes took on their unnatural reddish glow and both men 
realized that to provoke her further would be unwise at this time; a time when the country was 


beginning to spiral into political uncertainty. 


“Now come gentlemen,” the Baroness said more cheerfully, “let’s not keep our Chancellor 
waiting!” With that, she marched the little party out toward the hotel’s rear lawn and the waiting 


helicopter. 


CHAPTER TWO 


“My very chains and I grew friends, 
So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are; even 
I regained my freedom with a sigh.” 


Byron (Prisoner of Chillon, St. 14) 


Mukaddes Burak Air Base, Hatay Region, southeast Turkey. 


The moon was still high in the pre-dawn sky, shedding a rich silver glow that made it easy for 
the Cobra’s crew to conduct their safety inspections without the need of their flashlights. The 


morning air, crisp and still, promised to make this morning’s flight an easy one. 


Engrossed as both pilot and weapons-officer were in their own inspections, they had little time to 
react as their assailants pounced. The pilot crumpled to the ground as the silenced weapon 
blasted two nine-millimeter slugs into his heart. His weapons officer struggled for breath as the 
garrote dug deeply into his neck. Dumping the bodies behind a nearby pile of discarded oil 
drums, the assailants rechecked the Cobra themselves. Donning the dead men’s flight helmets 
and wearing identical flight suits as their victims, the assassins were indistinguishable from the 


original chopper crew. 


The two men made sure the chopper carried its full complement of ammunition for the 20mm 
cannon, and that the five-inch FFAR rockets, Hellfire, and Tow guided missiles were also in 


place; they would come in handy later. 


“Hey, size iki (Hey, you two),” a shadowy figure shouted from an out-building near the tarmac, 
“Peki siz hala burada (What are you still doing here)?” At the sound of the man’s voice the 


assassins froze, readying their pistols in case the watch officer came too close for comfort. 


“T’ve just finished the safety-checks,” said one of the assassins, holding up a clipboard. 


“Enough already - you’re much too thorough Korhan,” replied the shadowy figure from the 
building. “You two should have left five minutes ago. The convoy will be arriving at the prison 


shortly and they don’t want to travel without helicopter escort. Now get going!” 


“Yes Sir!” replied the assassins as they entered the Cobra. Lifting off the ground, they sped away 


from the airfield, mentally preparing themselves for the next leg of their mission. 
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F-type Closed Prison, eastern Turkey — same time. 


... The target has entered his vehicle...it is only a matter of seconds now. He slips the key into the 


ignition, turns it - yet the car refuses to start...nothing happens! 


... The executive tries repeatedly as I watch in agony and no explosion occurs. The car and my 


target are intact. I begin to sweat, wondering why the bomb failed to detonate. 


“Could the wire have slipped off the ignition cable? Or could one of the leads have come out of 


the C-4?” I say, as my companion sits calmly in the passenger seat. 


“Relax Mr. Colvin, no need to get tense, it’s not unusual for a novice to fail at his first attempt,” 


my mentor says. 


We watch the drama unfold at a safe distance from the target’s home; we can see him, but our 
vehicle is out of his line of sight. After two more unsuccessful attempts to start his car, my target 


begins to look annoyed. He may be ready to leave, get another car. 


“Sir, with all due respect - I don't do failure!” I say this as I exit the vehicle and pull out my 
Glock, screwing on its silencer while heading toward my victim. It is time to make a personal 


visit. 


“Colvin, get back here!” my mentor whispers loudly. “I’ve just noticed...” 


It is too late - I am already moving low and fast along the high wall encircling my target’s 
property. As I reach the entrance to his driveway, I stop, briefly glancing at the second floor of 
the mansion. There, silhouetted in one of windows is the apparition of a young woman. Barely 
visible as the dawn’s light glints off the surface of the glass; she watches transfixed at what is 


about to happen on the drive below. 


Now I stand opposite the ornate oak and iron gates that open onto the expansive drive, they 
shield my approach. The executive attempts to start his Mercedes again, unaware that I am so 


very close. I have only thirty feet more to go before I can pull my trigger. 


As I glance over the protective cover to confirm the car’s position, I am suddenly airborne. The 
explosion has lifted the estate’s gates and me, tossing us backward. Lying amid the tangled 
remnants of steel and wood, I writhe in pain, my ears ringing. Tiny, white-hot particles of ash 
and flame cover my clothes and pepper my exposed flesh with searing hot welts. The blast has 
forced its way past my tightly closed eyes, its brilliance blinding me. I am left shattered, too weak 


to raise myself. 
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“Wake up you terrorist pig!” scolded the prison guard as he landed another sharp kick to Victor’s 
kidney. Lying flat on his back in a concrete, eight-by-eight foot windowless cell, Victor Colvin 
found himself torn from his nightmare - pain shooting up his insides; the cell’s hundred-watt 
bulb forcing its glare onto his sensitive, swollen eyes. Whether it was this recurring dream or his 
current situation, he cared little anymore since both represented his own personal form of Hell 


from which there seemed no chance of escape. 


At first, he had held on, remained strong, and kept active despite his cramped surroundings. 
However, the regular beatings, perpetual darkness of his cell and lack of outside contact with 
anyone other than his tormentors took its toll. Finally he surrendered to the prison’s guards and, 
eventually, to the cell’s rats. He stopped fighting for his meager ration of food, food that only 
occasionally appeared from his captors. How long had he been here — hours, months, years? 


God, it felt like centuries! 


His skin was red and swollen with bedsores and rodent bites. His hair and beard crawled with 
lice. Victor Colvin, the assassin, lay in his own filth, his shirt and pants in rags, and he was 
malnourished. He had lost the strength to raise himself so, out of fear of using up what little 


energy he had left to keep himself alive, he remained prone on the cell’s floor. 


To add insult to injury, the young guard gave Victor another hard kick to his kidney. Again, the 


agonizing pain shot up the assassin’s side and into the top of his head. 


“T said get up pig!” the guard shouted again. Victor’s ears grew numb, ringing with an incredible 


intensity and he teetered on the edge of unconsciousness. 


“Enough!” commanded the Second Governor as he arrived at the assassin’s cell, interrupting the 


younger guard’s abuse. “Pick him up and drag him to the showers.” 


The men complied and Victor felt himself rise from the floor, their strong arms pulling on his 
weakened limbs, dragging him toward the cell’s door. Through the swollen slits that were his 


eyes, Victor could just make out the blurred image of the man in charge. 


“Well Mr. Colvin, or Glasgow, or whoever you are,” continued the Second-Governor, “this is 
your lucky day! The Governor wishes to see you. In the meantime, we’ll make this room nice 
and fresh for your return.” The man paused while his subordinates chuckled at the remark. “Get 
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him out of here!” he snapped. 
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A Yorkville apartment, Toronto, Canada - same time. 


Valencia Davino awoke to a sharp knock on her apartment door. Groggily she rolled over and 
pulled the comforter further over her head. The knocking persisted; whoever was on the other 
side of the door was not going away. Reluctantly she rolled out of the spacious bed and draped 
one of Victor’s shirts over her naked shoulders. Though tired, her senses tingled as she caught a 


hint of his cologne, which still infused the cloth. 


“T’m coming!” she shouted groggily, “Damn you for waking me...” She let out a yawn. With her 
dark hair in disarray, eyes partially closed and mind still groggy, her lithe, athletic frame shuffled 


toward the door; she opened it just wide enough to peek into the hallway. 


“What is it George, why all the knocking?” Valencia whispered irritably. 


“Pardon me Miss, but I have a woman here that says she’s been authorized to take an inventory 


of contents in Mr. Colvin’s apartment,” the old security guard replied apologetically. 


“What?” Valencia croaked. 


Suddenly, a second individual impatiently elbowed the old guard out of the way, and her face 


now filled the space between the door and its frame. 


“T’m Jenny Small, from Small and Gaskin Real Estate,” said the plump, fortyish woman with 
drab business attire and round, rimless spectacles. “Who are you and what are you doing in my 
client’s apartment...miss...?” she demanded, as she pushed at the door hoping to open it a little 


wider. 
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“Ouch...shit! Watch it that was my toe you just hit with the door!” Valencia cried out, as the 
pain brought her back to wakefulness. “Davino, Valencia Davino, what do you mean, your 
client’s apartment? Victor Colvin has given me Power-of-Attorney over this place and anything 


relating to it. He wants me to look after things while he’s away.” 


“Ahh, that explains it,” said Small as she studied something on her clipboard. “I’m acquainted 
with Mr. Colvin. He is a nice man, but he is not the owner of this apartment. Our client, as owner 


of the property, has authorized us to liquidate its contents and sell the apartment.” 


“What! Victor never mentioned anything like that to me! So where does that leave me Ms. 
Small?” Valencia challenged. She had opened the door wide now and towered over the 
diminutive broker, keeping her look defiant. “I’ve given up my room at the university! What few 
belongings I have are in here. How am I supposed to find lodgings now - in the middle of a 


school year and in time to let you clean this place out?” 


Victor apparently still had some secrets he’d kept from her and this one pissed her off royally; 
had she known, she would’ve remained in her own place instead of now being drummed out of 
this apartment. Still, she missed him. Where was he, she wondered, why hadn’t he tried to 


contact her in the two years he had been away? 


The broker, empathizing with Valencia’s difficult position softened her approach. “Look, 


Valencia, which university are you attending?” 


“The University of Toronto,” she replied while massaging her forehead with her left hand; a 


tension headache was definitely in the offing. 


“T’ll make you as fair a deal as I can,” the broker continued. “I'll give you a week to pack up 
your stuff and by the end of that week my company will have a place for you to stay near the 
university. I promise you a reasonable rent, good accommodations and we'll have your 
belongings shipped to the location.” Jenny Small studied Valencia, trying to gauge the younger 


woman’s reaction, “Do we have an agreement?” 


Recognizing a win/win situation when offered Valencia asked, “You’d do that for me?” Her tired 
eyes met the broker’s; was there just a hint of warmth coming from those business-gray eyes 


Valencia wondered as her own began to tear-up. 


“Of course, we consider Mr. Colvin a friend as well as a client. If he trusted you enough to look 
after his affairs while he’s away, then I think the least our company can do is extend that 


friendship to you as well.” Small extended her hand to confirm that the deal was done. 


Shaking the petite hand, Valencia wondered if she could pump a little more information from the 


broker. “Do you know where Victor Colvin is?” she asked. 


“Unfortunately we haven’t had any business with Mr. Colvin for four years now. We really only 


deal with his company, Global Equipment Sales,” Small replied. 


“Could you give me the company’s contact information?” Valencia persisted. 


“T’m afraid that’s confidential, Valencia. But if you like, we can call the company on your behalf 


and pass on the message that you’d like to get in contact with Mr. Colvin.” 


“T’d appreciate that Ms. Small and thanks for everything. Sorry for the outburst earlier, it wasn’t 


called for.” 


“Don’t mention it Valencia, I’ll see you in one week. Here is my card if you have to get in touch 
with me. Now I must be off, good day.” With a brief wave, the woman turned and marched 


toward the elevators followed by the genial guard, George. 


As Valencia closed the apartment door behind her, she pondered her predicament; a glass of 
orange juice was just what she needed to clear her head. Entering the kitchen, she pulled open 
the refrigerator door, brought out the juice jug and was just about to pour herself a glass when 
her cell phone’s ring-tone belted out the tune, “I Need a Hero,” by Bonnie Tyler. The phone lay 


on the countertop next to her purse. 


“Hello?” Valencia asked, and then took a sip from her glass. 


“Val! Hey, you’re answering. How’re you doing’, you miss me yet?” cried the husky, good- 


natured voice at the other end of the line. 


What a horrible start to a morning, Valencia thought to herself, while trying to determine whose 


voice was at the other end of the phone. “Who’s this?” she asked abruptly. 


“Val, why’re you so testy? It’s Jeremy; I’m calling from Cambridge...England. You haven’t 


forgotten about me, have you?” her friend chided. 


“Jeremy? Jeremy Crane?” Valencia asked. The enthusiasm in the young man’s voice was 
beginning to work its usual magic, and Valencia found herself coming out of her doldrums. 
“How the hell are you, Jeremy, and why didn’t you called me sooner? You’ve been over there 


for almost a year now!” she scolded. A smile crossed her lips as she chastised him. 


Jeremy and Valencia had been old friends, going right back to fifth grade - him the dreamer and 
she the pragmatist. He helped her see that life was not all work and she kept him grounded long 
enough to help him academically. The two, working side-by-side through the years, successfully 
completed their respective undergraduate programs. Jeremy then accepted a two-year, graduate 
student exchange position at Cambridge University in England while Valencia moved up to 


graduate school at the University of Toronto. 


“Everything’s great over here Val, I’m so glad I took that exchange position. I am sorry I haven’t 
contacted you lately but the program has been intense - a lot of research projects and reports to 


do! But hey, I miss you so much, how’s my favorite girlfriend doing?” Jeremy gushed. 


“Ha, I'd rather not talk about it!” Valencia sniffed, the events of the morning flashing into her 


mind. “I miss you too Jeremy. So what’s new with you?” 


“Things have lightened up a bit over here - study-wise. I’m doing a co-op work assignment with 


an archaeological dig near Stonehenge; it’s being sponsored by the National G.” 


“How long have you been out there?” Valencia asked. 


“A few months now, but here’s the kicker! You know those Sagalassos tablets you, that Colvin 


fellow and Doctor Ahu Eser were looking for at Casa Loma a few years back?” 


“Yeah, what of them?” she coaxed; he had her attention. 


“Well Val, you'll never believe what we just discovered over here in England?” 
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F-Type Closed Prison, eastern Turkey. 


Still supported by guards, my shirt falls away from me as I feel the cold, dull side of the knife’s 
blade pass down the middle of my spine, slicing through the thin fabric. Next, the blade grazes 
my buttocks as it slices through the loose elastic waistband, then down each of my legs; the 


guards pull off what is left of my tattered pants. 


The pressure of the icy water from the hose forces me to recoil; I feel them prodding me with 
this frigid, liquid stream. The water moves from my upper torso to between my legs and around 
my buttocks. They give me an ice-cold enema out of shear malice and I feel the cold loosening 
my bowels - my ability to control myself ends and the shit flies. The two junior guards tasked 
with holding me up are now not only wet, but also covered in my shit. Their more senior 


colleagues how1 with laughter while looking on from a safe distance away. 


The junior guards growl their disgust and let my fragile carcass fall to the hard concrete floor. I 
remain prostrate in a mangled heap, as they go to change into clean uniforms. Lying on the cold, 
wet floor, I can still hear the laughter of the senior guards, amused by their junior’s misfortune. 
All my swollen eyes manage to see are shadows pass back and forth around my body. The 
sounds accosting my sensitive eardrums are loud and distorted. Then I feel myself raised and 


thrown backward into a decrepit wheelchair. 


With my wash completed, they dry me with something that has the texture of thin, fine-grain 
sandpaper; its abrasiveness barely noticed by my numbed state. A dull pair of electric shears 
tears at my remaining hair and beard, leaving me bald, cut, and bleeding. Finally, they delouse 


me and pull a jumpsuit over my naked body. 
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“Ts he still conscious?” demanded the prison’s Governor, turning to his second-in-command. A 
guard pushed Victor, splayed in his wheelchair, out of the main entrance and onto the stoop 


overlooking the prison courtyard. 


“Barely, I think the cold water helped to keep him awake,” replied the Second-Governor. 


“Can he walk by himself?” 


“No, Governor, we’ve had to support him throughout his clean-up.” 


“Can you at least hear me Mr. Colvin?” the Governor asked, stooping and leaning in close to 


Victor’s ear. 


Victor remained lethargic - his chin lay on his chest, while his swollen eyes squinted at the 
sunlight he had not seen in many, many months. His atrophied muscles kept him paralyzed, 
immobile, unable even to lift his arm without aid. He was a wreck, but not an altogether 


unresponsive wreck. At the Governor’s loud question, Victor twitched. 


“He seems mildly responsive, Sir, although I don’t think he can see anything yet. We did get 


some signs of life out of him in the showers,” replied the Second-Governor. 


A convoy of Gendarmerie Command troops, their vehicles still running, waited impatiently to 
take Victor away, while he lay splayed in his wheelchair awaiting his fate. The Gendarmerie 
Commander signaled that they had to go by pointing at his watch, the Governor ignored the 


gesture and turned back to address Victor. 


“So Mr. Colvin, sadly you are leaving us,” the Governor said, squatting in front of Victor. He 
placed the tip of a rubber truncheon under Victor’s chin and lifted the emaciated head. Angling 
his own head, the Governor tried to see Victor’s eyes through their swollen slits. The assassin 
appeared as an empty shell. Was there any spark of life left in this prisoner or had they finally 
broken him? Too bad they had received no important information from this one, the Governor 


reflected to himself...perhaps...if he had had more time! 


“T’d hoped to have you longer Mr. Colvin,” he continued in a growl, pulling the truncheon way 
and letting Victor’s head drop back onto his chest. “You were helping us with an experiment, 
you know. How long could we keep you in solitary, in the dark, before you either went mad or 
expired? It seems that our test has proved inconclusive - still, there is no shortage of terrorists in 


this neighborhood. Perhaps we’ll be more successful with someone else.” 


The Governor looked up and around at his guards as they chuckled, reacting to his remarks. 
“Take him to the Gendarmerie’s prisoner wagon. If he can’t sit on the bench without falling off, 


then chain him to it!’ he commanded. 


As he turned back toward the prison entrance he shouted over his shoulder to his second-in- 


command, “We’re through here Kenan; get your men back to work!” 


“Yes, Sir,” replied the Second-Governor, saluting his boss’ departing figure. 
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Kartal (Eagle) One to Aslan (Lion), come in,” said the Cobra pilot. 


“Lion here, nice of you to finally join us Eagle, what took you so long?” the Gendarmerie’s 
Commander asked, as his Humvee rattled and bounced its way along the winding dirt road at the 
head of the convoy. The vehicles pushed westward through eastern Anatolia - scrubby, rock 
strewn and largely desert. They tried to make up for lost time sitting at the prison by stepping up 


the pace of the transport. 


“Mechanical problems,” the helicopter pilot lied. “We’ve got you in sight and will be over you in 


a few seconds.” 


“Roger, Eagle, we see you now,” the Gendarmerie Commander said. He looked over his 


shoulder to see the Cobra attack helicopter coming out of the northeast. 


The Commander settled further into his seat on the passenger side of the Humvee. The convoy 
was now four miles west of the prison and passing through hilly terrain. Suddenly the air filled 
with a high-pitched whistle then a roar, and before the Commander or his driver could react, they 
found themselves catapulted into the air engulfed in flames and surrounded by shards of glass 
and metal. Their Humvee obliterated, its driver, having taken the brunt of one of the Cobra’s 
FFAR rockets, died before his body hit the ground, while the Commander, who was thrown from 


the vehicle, lost his left leg and the use of his hearing. 


Two more FFAR rockets took out the two-ton troop carrier and the rear-most Humvee. Those 
soldiers that survived the attacks now attempted to crawl out of the wreckage of their vehicles. 
The driver of the prisoner transport, the second vehicle from the lead, unexpectedly found 
himself dodging debris from the obliterated lead Humvee; this forced his vehicle’s occupants to 
hold on for dear life. With a deft hand, he negotiated around the wreckage, but just as he thought 
he had passed the danger by accelerating away from the carnage, he found himself under attack 


from the Cobra’s nose cannon. 


A second helicopter joined in this lopsided battle - a long, wedge-shaped Iroquois, whose 
machine guns peppered the surviving Gendarmerie soldiers as they scrambled for whatever cover 
they could find. Protected by the Cobra, the Iroquois now touched down close to the prisoner 
wagon that lay upside down - its driver and passenger both riddled with bullets. A team of two 
exited the Iroquois to clean-up the remaining resistance around the convoy while the pilot and 


co-pilot headed to the back of the prisoner wagon. 


With a pair of bolt cutters in hand, the co-pilot cut off the lock and swung the vehicle’s doors 
open while the pilot maintained cover with a 9mm submachine gun. The men found both the 
Gendarmerie guard and the prisoner unconscious; Victor still chained to his bench and upside 
down, his upper torso hanging toward the ceiling of the upturned truck. The unsecured guard had 
flown head first against the opposite wall, which knocked him out, and left him lying on the far 


side of the van’s ceiling. 


To be on the safe side the chopper pilot put a bullet through the head of the unconscious guard, 
then turned to free Victor of his chains. The mop-up of resistance accomplished, the remaining 
Iroquois team joined up with the pilots at the prisoner wagon. Supporting the unconscious body 
of Victor between them, the four men hurried back to the Iroquois while the Cobra continued its 


overhead passes. 


With a signal from the Iroquois pilot to the Cobra crew, both choppers lifted out of the area of 
devastation. They headed north, toward the Black Sea and safety; their finely planned attack 


taking no more than five minutes from beginning to end. 


CHAPTER THREE 


“More to be desired are they than gold, yea, than much fine gold: 


Sweeter also than honey and the honeycomb.” Psalms 19:10 


Durrington Walls archaeological site, Wiltshire, England, one month earlier. 


Despite the drizzle, Jeremy Crane’s attention remained glued to his small section of trench three 
at the Durrington Walls excavation. His pants and insulated jacket clung uncomfortably to him 
while a steady drip of water ran from the brim of his hood onto the tip of his stubby nose. He 
was, however, oblivious to all of this as he patiently scraped away the soil from an object with 
his hand trowel. Carefully extracting it from the ground, Jeremy noticed the remains of a symbol 
on the surface of the clay shard. This reminded him of the peculiar nature of a cache of artifacts 
unearthed a few years earlier, at the Sagalassos excavation in Western Anatolia, Turkey. Had he 


discovered his own version of a Sagalassos treasure? 


“Jeremy, how are you doing?” Lindsay Forest asked. The young brunette had walked up to 
trench three. She was lead archaeologist for this part of the site, charged with determining what 
the geologic anomaly was, that sat like a great mound under the surface of the field. The 
geophysical data pointed to some form of dump, possibly an ancient garbage pile left at the 
outskirts of what was a vast Durrington Walls encampment. She hoped for something more than 


just discarded refuse - something with a little more meaning. 


“Hey Linds, you better check this out,” the young man said, standing and holding the potshard 
out to her. “Take a close look at the pentagram pressed onto the surface of this clay piece; does it 


remind you of anything? I think there is a lot more here.” 


Turning the piece over in her hand, Lindsay’s brown eyes grew wide. She pushed her dripping 
hood further back on her head so she could get a better look at Jeremy’s find. That is when she 
recognized the style of pottery as Mesopotamian. Judging by the clay’s thinness and texture, she 
believed it to be from the Halaf culture more than two millennia old. Now, what was it doing in 
Britain? She slipped the piece into a zip-lock bag, labeled it, and then placed it into the trench’s 
‘find bin.’ 


“T’m going to call Tony on my cell to let him know what you’ve found; he’s just left for his 


plane ride over the dig.” 


“No problem Linds. You’re going to love excavating into this - it looks like we’ve hit pay-dirt!” 
The young man’s round, mud-smeared face beamed at her from under his rain soaked hood as he 


stood up in the cold, soggy trench, finally allowing himself a break. 
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Donald Heath, Associate Professor of History at the University of Toronto, easily nudged the 
nose of the sleek silver and black Mark HI Turbo Beaver up, pulling the plane into a steady 
climb. Professor Anthony Fieldstone a slight, amiable fellow in his mid-fifties sat in the co- 
pilot's chair while Doctor Jason Pritchard, in his late forties, trim, and sporting a ginger mustache 
rested in one of the plane’s rear seats. The two oversaw the excavation at Durrington Walls and 
now were enjoying an aerial tour of the dig courtesy of Heath. This archaeological site lay two 


miles north and east of England’s famous Stonehenge. 


“Tt’s nice of you folks to allow Heather and me to participate in your dig,” said the tall redhead at 
the plane’s controls; the growl of the powerful Pratt and Whitney engines forced him to raise his 
voice. Don Heath leveled the plane off at one-thousand feet, bringing its nose away from the Up 


Avon Aerodrome and turning it toward the excavation near Salisbury Plain. 


Sitting beside Heath and gazing out the cockpit’s windows, Fieldstone realized that the cloud 
cover, as heavy as it was, was not going to allow them a proper look at the site from their present 
height. He figured they needed to go below the cloud-deck and so he indicated to the young pilot 


to reduce their altitude. 


“Tt’s our pleasure to have you two, you know we’d never turn away the opportunity to exploit 
expert labour, especially when it’s free,” Fieldstone joked. “It’s also good to have friends of 


Jack’s around to give us the latest news from the colonies.” 


“Yes, how is everyone in Toronto by the way?” Pritchard asked, from his perch in the backseat. 
“Tt’s been too long since we’ve seen Jack and his wife. I’ve been so busy that I’ve only managed 


the occasional phone call or email.” 


““We’ve all been busy, Doctor Pritchard...” Heath started to say. 


“Jason, please, Tony runs a tight but informal ship at his excavations. Besides, any friend of the 


Patersons is always a friend of mine.” 


“That’s kind of you Jason. As I was saying, we have all been busy, what with the large class 
sizes, growing workloads, shrinking budgets, and limited staff. Heather and I booked some 
vacation time as soon as we could and when Jack found out we were headed to Britain for a few 


weeks, suggested that we stop by here and say ‘hello’ to you folks.” 


Donald Heath brought the plane down through the thick cloud cover, broke through the deck, 


and then looked at his altimeter — they were flying at three-hundred feet. 


“We’re approaching Salisbury Field gentlemen,” Fieldstone said, as he recognized the landscape 


below them. 


Heath gently banked the plane to the left and Stonehenge, with its surrounding meadow, came 
into view. “I'll circle the area.” Heath began to make his loop. “It looks like the rain is letting up 


so we shouldn’t have any trouble with the visibility.” 


“That’s fine,” Pritchard replied, “from up here you'll see some of the more salient features of 


Durrington Walls; geographic forms that are hard to appreciate from the ground.” 


“Don, just follow the highway north, the A345, it'll take you right into the heart of our dig,” 
Fieldstone added. “Unfortunately no one in the government’s planning department thought to 
check before building this motorway; it effectively bisects a perfect example of Neolithic culture 


and whatever artifacts that are still under that road are likely lost forever.” 


Heath headed northeast, coming in low over what Pritchard and Fieldstone called Woodhenge, a 
site similar to Stonehenge. As its name suggested, Woodhenge’s circles were of wooden posts 
instead of its more illustrious cousin’s concentric stone circles. The site's layout followed the 


phases of the moon as opposed to Stonehenge's solar fixation and as the archaeologists explained 


it, Woodhenge pre-dated Stonehenge by five-hundred years. Likely, it had been a trial run for 


design and technique before the ancients built the site of stone. 


Responding to their next request, Heath brought the plane in low and just north of the 
Woodhenge excavation, to where there was a beehive of activity at Durrington Walls. It was at 
this place that archaeologists believed the builders of both Woodhenge and Stonehenge 


encamped, during their construction of both sets of monuments. 


“We’re getting some wonderful Neolithic finds and Geophys has identified other promising areas 
we should explore before packing up for the season,” Fieldstone said. He spoke animatedly about 
what they planned for the excavation; waving his gloved hand back and forth across the front 


window of the plane toward the distant landscape below them. 


“Ah look,” Pritchard interrupted, pointing outside the aircraft, “our team is waving to us.” 


“Tt looks like they’re pretty excited about something judging from the way they’re waving at us. 
Want me to waggle this girl’s wings at them to return the greeting?” The two archaeologists 
enthusiastically agreed and Heath gently pitched the plane from side-to-side, as he passed above 


the excavation’s teams. 


Unexpectedly, and barely audible above the noise of the Turbo Beaver’s engines, a cellphone 
rang somewhere in the plane’s cabin; Pritchard and Fieldstone frantically dug through jackets 
and bags in search of the offending noise. Heath meanwhile, decided it was time to head back to 


aerodrome since the daylight was fading fast, and relayed his intentions to his passengers. 


“Hello?” Fieldstone asked, having finally found the phone in his carry-on. “Yes... Yes...No! You 
are kidding me. Have the other team members seen it? What is their opinion? Right, we’ll be 


there as soon as possible - thanks for the good news.” 


Fieldstone was pensive as he hung up his cellphone. 


“Tony, what was that all about?” Pritchard demanded, curiosity getting the better of him as he 


fidgeted in the back seat of the plane. 


“Lindsay’s team has uncovered something big in trench three. Pottery shards and some 
cuneiform tablets are in amongst the rubble that Geophys identified. She tells me that these items 


have markings similar to the Sagalassos finds of two years ago.” 


“How can she be sure? I mean, what is something like that doing in a Neolithic site in Britain?” 


Pritchard asked. 


“Tt’s something we’ll confirm for ourselves within the hour - we’ll just have to wait and see.” 
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The air remained laden with moisture even though the rain had let up a few hours before. Now, 


as dusk fell, this dampness grew chill forcing volunteers, students, and archaeologists of 


Durrington Walls to pile on the clothes to keep out the early advance of autumn. Yet it was not 


the cold, but the incredible discovery in trench three that kept everyone buzzing with excitement. 


Pritchard rolled his Land Rover up to the north-west sector of the excavation, parked it and the 
three men jumped out. Fieldstone and Pritchard found themselves instantly surrounded by their 
staff who all tried to talk at once; however, both archaeologists only wanted to see one person, 


Lindsay Forest, in order to learn more about what her team had found. 


The usual practice of the staff at the excavation was, come dusk, the teams would gather up their 
tools and bring any artifacts back to the collections tent. They would then head back to town to 
clean up and enjoy an evening of ‘R & R’. However, with this new discovery this evening would 
be different. Spotlights running on portable generators were set up to keep the area around trench 


three illuminated, while more teams helped with the excavation of the artifacts. 


“What have you got Lindsay?” Professor Fieldstone asked his young assistant, after she pushed 


her way up to the academics. 


“Well Tony, the magnetometer survey didn’t let us down. In the section we cut inside trench 
three, we’ve discovered a litter of clay artifacts. These broken pot shards lay atop some 
cuneiform tablets that we’re just uncovering now.” Forest walked with Fieldstone, Pritchard and 


the little crowd of site staff to the perimeter of trench three. 


“When were these first artifacts uncovered, Lindsay?” Pritchard asked, turning to the young 


archaeologist. 


“Tt was just after you left for the aerodrome. You noticed our signaling to you from the trench 


because we saw you tip the plane’s wings. 


Jumping into trench three, Pritchard and Fieldstone met their geophysics guy, Andy Martin, and 
another colleague, Doctor Nigel Rosen, who remained on his knees in the section cut diagonally 
inside of the trench. Rosen, a representative from the University of London, remained engrossed 
in brushing away the earth from the newly exposed artifacts; an odd sight for the others to see 


since Rosen preferred pushing pencils to pushing a spade. 


“Well Fieldstone,” Rosen said, interrupting Martin and Fieldstone’s conversation, “I think I can 
get your excavation a little more time and money from the university - considering what your 
team has just uncovered.” He said this over his shoulder, while continuing to brush and scrape 


around those tablets still in situ. 


“Oh, that’s kind of you, Nigel,” Tony Fieldstone replied, rolling his eyes in Pritchard’s direction. 


“T guess what we found before today didn’t have as much merit?” 


Doctor Rosen put down his brush and trowel, dusted himself off, and got up to face the two 


excavation leaders. 


“Look Tony, the Neolithic remains are all well and good - pottery, post holes and the like, but 


that’s not enough to keep the money-taps on for Durrington Walls. This, however, is something 


altogether different, something worth seeing through to the end of the excavation! We at the 


university thought the site was almost tapped out; we certainly were wrong.” 


“Well Nigel, in future it might be a good idea to check with us folks first before deciding to take 
an axe to our project,” Andy Martin said in his heavy Scottish brogue. He had always hated 
bureaucratic pencil pushers of any stripe and as he rose to his full height to address Rosen, he 


towered over the diminutive university representative - adding to the other’s discomfort. 


“Look folks,” Fieldstone interrupted, “we’re all on the same side. Andy, I appreciate the support, 
but knocking around Nigel just because he’s a messenger for London University doesn’t help our 


case when it comes to finding the funding for these excavations.” 


“Yes, well... appreciate the support Jason,” Rosen said, “but Andy’s right; I probably came off 


as a bit of a hard-ass...” 


“Bit of one!” Pritchard snorted; as he knelt down to get a closer look at some of the tablets that 


were poking up through the floor of the trench. 


“Okay, okay...I got the point fellows. However, it looks like I can buy you as much time as you 


need to extract the rest of this find before the season finishes.” 


“T appreciate that Nigel. Andy, how big was the anomaly on the magnetometer survey?” 


Fieldstone asked, turning to look up at the burly academic. 


“What you’re standing in is what it is. We made sure to dig the section to include the whole 


anomaly because it looked so intriguing on the Geophys printout. It’s just deep, is all.” 


“Two feet deeper than the trench and the trench about three feet below the surface of the present 


field; so what was thought to have been in this part of the excavation?” 


“Professor Fieldstone,” Jeremy Crane spoke up, “you’ll never believe it, but we were 


investigating the possibility that there might have been an Anglo-Saxon grubhaus here.” 


Fieldstone’s face lit up like a kid’s does at Christmas. “An Anglo-Saxon grubhaus?” he 


exclaimed. “First cuneiform tablets and now a grubhaus, well isn’t it my lucky day!” 
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Donald Heath left the trench and walked beyond earshot of the archaeological staff. He took out 


his cellphone and hit one button. 


“Bryson - tell your client we may have just found what they’ve been looking for... 


“Yea...but it’s going to take the archaeologists until sometime next month to extract and clean 


the artifacts... 


“No, I can’t get these artifacts out faster! This stuff is thousands of years old and some as fragile 


as an eggshell. You can’t rush this business... 


“Right, so Pll call you when the stuff will be ready for transport... 


“Yes, I understand your client wants these artifacts like yesterday, but I figure that it’s been in 
the ground at least three thousand years, so a few more weeks shouldn’t matter. How they 


figured that the tablets were at Durrington Walls is something I would like to know... 


“Hold-it, I speak these people’s language, which is why you hired me in the first place. You 
holding a gun to their heads won’t get the stuff out of the ground any faster. Pritchard and 
Fieldstone do not have many more good days left, so they have to close up soon, likely before 


the end of October. I'll be in touch!” Heath said firmly and ended the call. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


“Men are moved by two levers only: 
Fear and self-interest.” 


Napoleon Bonaparte 


Berlin, Germany. 


One of the two Colibri helicopters began its decent towards a soggy patch of ground on the 
northeast comer of Berlin’s Bundeskauzleramt, or Chancellery building. As Kristi peered out of 
the aircraft’s window, the autumnal weather warmed her heart. The rain streaking across the 
window’s surface reminded her of tears, the tears of joy that Germany would soon shed for her 


homecoming into Parliament. 


Kristi knew that now was the time for a new and aggressive leadership. She envisioned a 
government that would chart a bold course for Germany in the twenty-first century; a course that 
she directed while sitting at the helm of Parliament. Her interests would be Germany’s interests - 
her enemies, Germany’s enemies. Today was her triumphal entry into a role that she had been 
destined from birth to play and no one could rob her of that rightful ascent into the highest 


echelons of power. 


The Baroness settled back in the aircraft’s seat, allowing a self-satisfied smile to cross her face as 


she waited for the helicopter to touch down on the Chancellery’s helipad. 
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Chancellor’s office, Bundeskauzleramt, Berlin - same time. 


German Chancellor Suzanne Kreuz stood gazing out her office window, her soft gray eyes 
following the movement of the river Spree below her. Her hands remained clasped behind her 
back as she quietly contemplated her government’s next move. The lenses of her rimless glasses 


reflected the dreary afternoon light that filtered into her office, and into her heart. 


A diminutive woman, Kreuz stood five-and-a-half feet tall and was in her mid-sixties. Her 
physical appearance fooled many into thinking that she was incapable of becoming a political 
contender, yet that is exactly what had happened with her astonishingly rapid rise up the ladder 
of German politics. Formerly from East Germany, Kreuz moved easily from the world of 


academics into the ambiguous world of public officials. 


After the fall of the Berlin Wall, she faithfully served as a junior minister in the Kohl 
government and showed a dogged devotion to both the party and her constituents. Germany’s 
people repaid her loyalty to them by electing her to head the Federal Parliament in the new 
millennium, the first woman ever to lead Germany as Chancellor. Now Kreuz faced the biggest 
challenge of her life - negotiating a coalition government through the first half of the twenty-first 


century. 


Coming out of her reverie, she asked of her long-time friend and key advisor, “Where did we go 


wrong Gerhard? How did we lose the confidence of the coalition and the German people?” 


“T fear Madam Chancellor, that the electorate has grown fickle,” replied Zweck. “With 
Germany’s continued prosperity we’ve all become complacent, perhaps even greedy. Germans 
are beginning to feel that they deserve more profit in their own lives...more on the home front 


and more at the bargaining table internationally.” 


In her third year, her government held a solid fiscal record of little debt and strong exports, 
which proportionately outpaced imports. Reforms at home and a strong international presence 
showed that her government was willing to roll up its sleeves to get work accomplished. 
Unfortunately, for some reason Kreuz's popularity had slipped and she found it more difficult to 
get the other coalition parties to agree with her government's initiatives; some had even begun to 


wonder if she had lost her ability to run the country. 


“More of what, Gerhard, what do Germans want more of that they don’t already have?” Kreuz 
demanded. She swung around and faced him, then walked to her office chair, settling behind her 
huge Biedermeier desk. “My God, Germany stands as the strongest member of the European 
Union. She is a respected mediator on the world stage and a shining example when it comes to 
feeding, clothing, educating, and employing its citizens. All this while we stay ‘in the black’ by 
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holding state and federal expenses in check 


“That’s just it Madam Chancellor,” Gerhard continued, leaning forward in his seat. “We’ve been 
too prudent with our resources, too kind to our neighbors and restrained in our demands at the 
United Nations and the G20. While the rest of the world is living beyond its means and having 


the party of a lifetime, we’re cautiously sitting on the sidelines counting our Euros.” 


Gerhard Zweck’s warm brown eyes briefly looked to the floor, as he paused to phrase his next 
statement as delicately as he could. With his boyish face, strong aquiline nose and ready smile he 
engendered a feeling of sincerity and trust in those who listened to his briefings. Kreuz's 
government had relied upon him to deliver their most tragic news in the most sensitive way to 


the most fragile recipients. 


“The ultra-right parties are saying we’ve neglected Germany’s needs and potential opportunities 
in favor of the rest of the European Union. They say that we have given too much of what the 
hard working German has made to countries that have no care in the world except for 
themselves. This belief, misguided though it is Madam Chancellor, has allowed a radical 
conservative agenda to slip into our coalition government. Unfortunately, the end result of this is 
the demand to fill the Foreign Minister’s position with someone more in line with an ultra-right 


agenda rather than our moderate one.” 


“The Baroness...” Kreuz interjected. Her hands folded on her desk, the Chancellor leaned 


forward listening intently to her old friend’s advice. 


“Precisely - the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis is the poster child for today’s radical, nationalist 
party members. I do not think that you have any option but to appoint her to the post, because 
you need the support of the far right. After she is in and once you receive the blessing of the 


other coalition parties, pray that she will be ousted from office at the next election.” 


“T still don’t understand, Gerhard. How does a child with such a wealthy and privileged 
upbringing manage to endear herself to the German people without ever having run for public 
office? They even cheer von Sonnenfinsternis on when her business empire is used to destroy the 
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competition both here and abroad!” Kreuz shook her head and lowered her eyes to a vacant spot 
on her desk. “Her public appearances are a spectacle worthy of a circus,” she continued quietly. 
This woman was steamrolling her fragile coalition government into the ground and she had not 


even put up a fair fight at the polls! 


“While the Baroness sits in our government, we may find that our loyal members become more 


isolated as she receives a growing majority of like-minded followers in Parliament. The world is 


going to see a more egocentric Germany, a Germany I had hoped had become extinct long ago,” 
Zweck said sadly. He removed a handkerchief from the breast pocket of his tweed sport coat and 


dabbed some perspiration from his receding hairline. 


“She still has to answer to me,” Kreuz growled, “and it will be a cold day in Hell when I allow 
her drag this government into the gutter, taking Germany with it; all so that she may satisfy some 
selfish purpose!” The Chancellor emphasized this last threat with a loud thump of her fist upon 
the desktop. 


oh 28 2 ok 


Durrington Walls archaeological site, Wiltshire, England - same time. 


The sun lay high in the late afternoon sky as Professor Tony Fieldstone trudged over the rocky 
field toward the artifacts’ tent. Pausing just outside the door, he turned to a group of young 


students who were loading a nearby lorry with equipment. 


“Jeremy, how’s your team getting on with the clean-up?” he asked the Canadian exchange 


student. 


“We’re almost done, Sir,” the young man replied, “just the artifacts tent is left to pull down. As 


soon as the Heaths give the go-ahead, we’ll move on to that...” 


“Just five more minutes, Jeremy, if you please!” Heather Heath’s muffled voice called from 


inside the tent. 


“No problem Mrs. Heath,” Jeremy replied. Continuing his report to Fieldstone he said, “We’ve 
finished filling in the trenches as well. The place looks as if we were never here. It’s kind of a 


shame that we can’t leave the site as a 'work in progress,’ eh Professor?" 


“I know young man, but with the pedestrian and vehicle traffic in the area, we can’t be sure that 
the site would stay safe from the vandals and curiosity seekers. Despite our recent, important 
discovery the ‘powers that be’ are not guaranteeing our return, hence the cleanup. After you 
finish, meet the rest of us in the car park behind our Salisbury hotel; we’ll walk to the pub as a 


group. As a thank you to everyone I'd like to buy the first round.” 


“Cool, thanks Professor!” 


Fieldstone turned from the beaming group of students to his friend, Doctor Jason Pritchard, as 


the other man approached from his waiting Land Rover. 


“Well Tony, our precious cargo is safely stowed so I’m off to London.” 


“Great, thanks Jason,” Fieldstone said, “You sure you won’t spend this last night celebrating 


with us in Salisbury?” 


“Sorry old friend, I'll have to take a rain cheque,” Pritchard replied, flashing a rueful smile in 
Fieldstone’s direction. “I want to make sure that these tablets are locked up tight tonight. I don’t 


want a repeat of that Sagalassos fiasco two years ago.” 


“That was a theft from the Toronto museum, wasn’t it?” 


“That’s right, Toronto’s Royal Ontario Museum.” 


“Well tell me Jason, if a professional really wanted to steal these tablets how could we possibly 
stop them, short of using Fort Knox as a lock-up?” Fieldstone looked toward the waiting Land 
Rover, right hand absently scratching the stubble on his chin and a wistful look in his eyes. “I 


mean, we found out pretty quickly how vulnerable a museum’s vaults really are.” 


“You're right,” Pritchard nodded in agreement, “‘it’s difficult to stop a determined thief. Still, 
once the London Museum heard about what we had discovered, it quickly contacted its bank, 
securing an agreement to allow us to store these artifacts temporarily in their vault. This action 
might be able to buy us some time to examine the tablets more thoroughly before they too 
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disappear; not that I’m a pessimist about this sort of thing, mind you 


“You Jason — considered a pessimist? It’s not like any of your daily, dire warnings have ever 
come true,” Fieldstone said, as they both chuckled at Pritchard’s penchant for worry. “I'll contact 
you this week, Jason, when I get to London. Have a safe drive back, old boy” A hearty 
handshake and the men parted, Fieldstone waving a last goodbye as Doctor Pritchard walked 
back to the waiting Land Rover. The professor felt a sudden, painful ache in the pit of his 
stomach as he saw his friend drive away; the kind of ache you got when you felt something bad 
was about to happen. “Now who’s being the pessimist?” Fieldstone mumbled to himself has he 


turned to enter the artifacts tent. 


oh a 2 eo 


“Yes, he’s on his way now... No, I cannot talk any louder! Fieldstone and Pritchard are just 


outside the tent,” whispered Donald Heath into his cell phone. 


“Pritchard’s likely headed north on the A345...” Donald Heath started to say. However, the 
person on the other end cut him short. Heather Heath sat at the opposite side of the tent, from 
time to time looking up to check on her husband. She finished wrapping the last of some small 
pieces of pottery and baubles then placed them into one of many packing crates that littered the 


floor of the tent. 


“Good...okay... Look, I have to go. Fieldstone could be coming in here at any moment...” 


“How are you folks coming along?” Professor Fieldstone asked as he strode through to the 


middle of the tent. 


“All done, Tony,” Heather answered. “Jeremy, the stuffs all yours, I’m finished here!” she 


called out. 


“Great Mrs. Heath, we’ll be there in a moment,” Jeremy replied. 


Heather pulled on an oversized down vest that not only covered her flannel shirt, but the seat 


portion of her khaki pants; she often borrowed her husband’s clothing for warmth. She moved to 


where the two men stood talking. “All ready dear?” she asked, looking up at her husband’s 


handsome profile and looped her arm around his. 


“Huh? Oh yes,” he replied, slipping the cellphone into the breast pocket of his denim jacket. 


“T’m ready when you folks are. Are we still on for the pub tonight, Tony?” 


“For sure, nothing’s changed. Boy am I looking forward to washing away some of this 
excavation’s dirt with a nice pint of porter,” Fieldstone said. “You two want to drive back with 


me?” 


“Sounds good to us Tony,” Heather replied, flashing a smile at the professor. “And did I hear 
correctly that the first round was on you tonight?” she added slyly. 


HB 2 2 ok 


As the Colibri helicopter touched down on the Chancellery’s helipad the Bundeskanzler Polizei 
(Chancellery Police) rushed out to meet it; some carrying umbrellas, opened and at the ready for 
the chopper’s occupants. The cabin door slid open and a blast of icy dampness greeted the 
passengers ahead of the smiling, pleasant face of the Federal Chancellery Chief’s personal 


assistant. 


“Guten-tag (Good Day) was the flight pleasant?” the young bureaucrat asked. He was tall, blond, 


and visibly fit under an impeccably tailored suit. 


Accepting the acknowledged nods from the occupants of the helicopter as an affirmative, he 
continued, “The Chancellor is presently in her office with her advisor and wishes to see all of 


you immediately.” 


“Fine Christian, fine,” replied the Federal Chancellery Chief, as the younger man moved aside to 
allow his boss to step out of the aircraft and accept the proffered umbrella against the afternoon’s 


autumn drizzle. 


The rest of the passengers followed, each accepting an umbrella from a Chancellery Police 
officer. The little group followed their escort toward a private entrance just west of the helipad 
while Apollyon, Kristi's personal butler, with bags in hand, turned toward a waiting limousine at 


an adjacent car park to anticipate the end of the Baroness’ meeting with the Chancellor. 


oh 28 2 


At twelve-thousand square feet the cubist styled, post-modernist building that is the German 
Chancellery contains a central block and two adjacent, shorter wings. The white concrete and 
glass structure, with its portal-shaped office windows, elicits many derogatory descriptions from 


Berlin’s citizens, everything from the ‘washing machine’ to the ‘Kleenex box.’ 


Kristi entered the Chancellor’s sparsely appointed, fourth-floor office with the Federal 
Chancellery Chief and Federal Parliamentary President following close behind. Gerhard Zweck, 
the Chancellor’s personal advisor ushered the guests into three chairs arranged in front of the 
Chancellor’s large desk, made a slight bow in the direction of his boss and quietly exited the 
room. A hush fell over the office while the visitors waited for the Chancellor to put the final 


touches on some paperwork. 


While Kristi sat waiting, her eyes wandered the room, taking in the utilitarian sparseness of 
Kreuz's decor. They finally came to rest on the painting that hung on the wall behind the 
Chancellor's huge desk. It was a copy of Carl Spitzweg’s “Der Herr Professor,” from 1860. The 
Chancellor often enjoyed reminding those around her of whence she had come - one of the very 


few academics coexisting in a world of former lawyers and career politicians. 


The painting depicted a professor standing in his overgrown garden courtyard contemplating a 
paper; a sheet that the Chancellor liked to think was that day’s lecture notes. Government 
detractors on the other hand, pointed to the Spitzweg character’s neglect of his garden as a 
metaphor for how the present Chancellor and her government have handled Germany’s fortunes 


within the world at large. 


oh 2 oe 


In the fading daylight Janet Ward, rogue Mossad agent, could just make out Doctor Pritchard’s 
Land Rover as it rounded a bend on the A345 and headed northward in her direction. She 
stepped into the road and began to flag the vehicle down, forcing Pritchard to brake hard and pull 
to the left, sliding on the loose gravel of the highway’s shoulder. 


Only five minutes had passed since leaving Durrington Walls archaeological site and Pritchard, 
heading north, was headed toward the town of Up Avon. Suddenly he found himself skidding to 
avoid a rather frantic young woman who had jumped into the middle of his lane and waved for 
him to stop. Shaken but determined to have a few words with the woman, he rolled up to within 


a few feet of where she now stood and parked his vehicle by the side of the road. 


Getting out of the Rover, Pritchard faced her and said, “You ought to be more careful young 


lady. Standing in the middle of a highway in this fading light, I almost didn’t see you. You could 


have been killed!” Pritchard felt bad about sounding so paternal, but she had given him the shock 


of his life by standing in front of his oncoming vehicle. 


“Yes, I know, and I’m sooo sorry,” Janet said sheepishly, shaking her long chestnut locks. 
“However, my husband and I are having some car trouble.” Janet gestured to a man who 
appeared to be digging in the trunk of his sedan just up from where the Rover had stopped. 


“We’re visitors to England and are sort of lost,” Janet continued, “and now our tire’s shot.” 


Pritchard guessed that the woman was a Canadian by her accent. “How may I be of help?” he 


asked, softening his tone. 


“My husband can’t seem to find the spare tire or any of the tools to change the flat,” she replied. 


The agent led the way to the stranded sedan. As she moved aside, allowing Pritchard to pass her, 


she called out to Reg Bryson, “Honey, this nice man has come to help us out.” 


“Hello there,” Pritchard greeted, “having some trouble? I understand you’re not having any luck 
finding the tire changing kit for your car?” He watched and waited as he saw the other man 


continue to fiddle in the trunk and mumble something inaudible. 


“Why don’t I go and get my kit from the Rover,” Pritchard offered. 


“No, wait a minute, that won’t be necessary mate, I seem to have spotted something,” the man 
said. Straightening up, Reg Bryson turned to meet Pritchard face-to-face and jabbed his silenced 


9mm Sig Sauer pistol into the archaeologist’s ribs. 


Surprised for a second time, Pritchard was speechless as he felt the steel of the gun’s silencer 


poke painfully into his ribs. 


“Trick or treat, mate!” Bryson growled, and imbedded two slugs deeply into the other man’s 
heart. Janet was there to catch the body and together they hoisted Pritchard into the sedan’s 


trunk. 


Retrieving the victim’s car keys, he tossed them to Janet and said, “You’ll drive the Rover.” He 
slammed the trunk lid shut, and continued, “Remember, if we become separated for any reason, 


continue to our rendezvous point as agreed.” 


She nodded and turned toward the Land Rover, taking a few moments to double check on the 
Durrington Walls artifacts stored in the back. Janet then settled into the driver’s seat, started the 


up the vehicle and followed Bryson onto the A345. 


oh 2 2 


Kristi had to admit that there was still much of the professor in this politician. The Chancellor 
was a handsome woman and when in conversation her gaze was piercing and her chin sat 
defiantly forward on her face. A matronly coiffure framed her open, honest features and the 


Chancellor always dressed formally; dark gray, hound’s-tooth suits. 


The Chancellor was renowned for her succinct, to the point meetings. Her slight frame disguised 
the fact that she was a woman of action and did not take kindly to any filibustering. She is a 
tough one, thought Kristi, as she waited for the Chancellor to finish playing with her paperwork. 
She is just the type of person I would like to try to break! 


“Baroness,” began the Chancellor, breaking into Kristi’s thoughts, “good of you to come on such 


short notice, especially while on your vacation.” 


Without waiting for a response from Kristi, she turned to the two men and said, “Gentlemen, 
thank you for bringing our guest safely back to Berlin. Now, if you’ll excuse the Baroness and 
me, I will see the two of you at tonight’s press conference.” The men got up, bowed toward the 


Chancellor, and retreated from the office. 


“Well Baroness...” she said, as her office door slid silently shut. 


“You may call me Kristi, Chancellor,” the younger woman said. 


Annoyed at the interruption, Kreuz continued, “I prefer to keep things on a formal footing 
between us, Baroness.” She clasped her hands together on her desk and leaned forward in her 
chair, her gray eyes sizing up the younger woman, hoping to glean what the other might be 
thinking. However, despite the Chancellor's knack at reading people, Kristi's horribly odd 


reddish-green eyes, remained impenetrable. 


“Your appointment to the Foreign Minister’s position is not my idea, nor do I agree with it; it’s 
against my better judgement but my hands are tied,” the Chancellor said, jumping right into 


business. 


“Why do you say that, Chancellor?” Kristi challenged. Although she knew why the older woman 
despised her, she wanted to hear it from the Chancellor herself. “With my international business 
and political connections I come as a definite asset to this government. I feel I will make solid 
contributions toward Germany’s foreign policy initiatives.” Kristi was well aware of her 
popularity within Kreuz’s coalition government and the direct threat that she posed to the 


Chancellorship. 


“T disagree with your ultra-nationalistic politics and your support of laissez-faire capitalism,” 
Kreuz said. “But most of all, ’'ve never liked your family’s way of doing business; it’s 
disturbingly cut-throat and a poor example to set for others.” While dressing down her future 


minister, Kreuz's face flushed with a rare show of emotion. 


“All of my companies are shining examples of German superiority; it tells the world that 
Germany is a force to reckon with on the economic stage. Besides, it shows any hard working 
German businessperson that, with persistence and the right business plan, that they too can 
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become as successful as my family. This is the German way, Chancellor, you must agree 


“No! It is not the way any longer!” Kreuz fumed. “I have been guiding this government and 
German industry along a more compassionate path. The Americans and the unprogressive 


Russians may still practice your method, but it is obsolete.” 


Kreuz thumped her fist on her desktop for emphasis and continued, “You, Baroness, may have 
the support of a majority of our coalition party members, but I’m still the Chancellor. I will 
accept no opposition to my moderate initiatives from any of my ministers.” The Chancellor 


leaned forward and asked the younger woman, “Do I make myself perfectly clear, Baroness?” 


Kristi’s face remained composed and her famous temper in check. The Baroness felt that there 
would be time enough to establish alliances and undermine the government’s efforts once she 


had taken office. 


“Yes Chancellor Kreuz, you’ve made yourself perfectly clear.” 


“Good,” answered the Chancellor, “now I must ask you to leave. I have to prepare for this 
evening’s news conference where we will announce your appointment to the Foreign Minister’s 
post. We will contact you at your hotel within the next few days for the swearing-in ceremony in 


Parliament.” 


Kreuz pressed a button on her phone and within moments, Zweck appeared at the office door to 
escort the Baroness to her waiting limousine. Kristi rose, silently nodded in the Chancellor’s 
direction, and followed the advisor out of the office knowing that she would ultimately have the 


last laugh. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


“,..And get the fatted calf and kill it... 
for this son of mine was dead and is alive again; 
he was lost and is found!” 


Luke 15.23-24 


Neuchatel, Switzerland. 


Victor Colvin barely remembered the trip to the chalet in which he found himself convalescing. 
He retained only intermittent flashes of memory - sensations stitched together by long periods of 
unconsciousness. The assassin held vague feelings of flying, floating and traveling on roads that 


all led to his waking in yet another hospital bed, surrounded by a quaint Germanic countryside. 


The medical staff was attentive and willing to answer his every question, that is, when he had the 
where-with-all to formulate them. Through their excellent care, the healthy diet, and a steadily 
progressive exercise regime, the assassin found himself rapidly regaining his strength and 
coordination. The sores and rash that had covered his body had healed, though his skin remained 
dry, and his hair was now fuller and softer than it had been in a long time. While strong enough 
to sit up and wheel himself around in a wheelchair, Victor knew that it would not be long before 
he was walking on his own again. Yet it troubled him that he still did not know who the guardian 


angel was behind his rescue and subsequent rehabilitation. 


With the treatments, Victor had rapidly become lucid again. Mentally he was healing faster than 
he had done two years earlier, when shot in the head carrying out one of his assignments. All 
long-term memories were back, past assignments, the Sagalassos affair, and most importantly, 


those thoughts of Ahu Eser, a woman whom he could never allow himself to forget. These 


reminiscences remained solidly ensconced in his consciousness where he could review them at 
his leisure; and review them he would, he pledged, just to see what he could have done 


differently. 


The chalet’s medical staff was careful to tell him the time and date on a regular basis. They 
believed that a conscious acknowledgment of the passage of time, combined with a regular 
routine, would aid in his rapid improvement. Victor’s sleep had improved greatly because of the 
weekly medical and psychological examinations, combined with intense physiotherapy in both a 
small gym and indoor pool that lay within the confines of the large chalet. His rehabilitation also 


included three square meals a day and a good amount of personal time. 


Now sitting comfortably in his wheelchair, Victor was enjoying an afternoon of peace and quiet. 
He gazed to the south, out of a picture window in the chalet’s library. This view overlooked the 
steep slope of a cliff, with the ground tumbling sharply away from the chalet and toward a distant 
road below. A small, terraced vineyard cut into the mountainside just beyond the road and spilled 


to the shore of Lake Neuchatel at the mountain’s base. 


Though outside remained dank and wintry, Victor only felt the warmth thrown off by a fire that 
raged in the huge stone hearth that lay opposite to where he sat. As befitted the wood-paneled 
library, most free wall space consisted of solid, inset bookshelves overstuffed with a myriad of 
titles. Rich oriental rugs lay scattered over dark oak planking and in the center of the high- 
ceilinged room sat a leather couch and two armchairs. A low, sturdy coffee table sat between the 
seats, and on that table lay an old pewter chess set, its figures sitting three inches tall and molded 


into Napoleonic soldiers; quietly beckoning the ambitious to do battle. 


Wrapped up in his thoughts, Victor continued his private war with his past and neglected to 


notice a visitor slip into the room. 
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..And in further news - there is still no progress by British authorities in locating the 
whereabouts of Doctor Jason Pritchard, head of research for the British Museum. Doctor 
Pritchard was last seen leaving the Durrington Walls archaeological site near Stonehenge, 
north-west of Salisbury on October 31; he was heading for London. This is BBC Radio Europe; 


Greenwich Mean Time is now thirteen-hundred hours... 


“Good afternoon Mr. Colvin,” the Old Man said as he entered the library. His deft, manicured 
hand switched off the radio that sat on a small side table by the door. Throwing his overcoat in 
one of the leather armchairs, he made himself comfortable in the other. “I hope you’ve felt at 
home here at the chalet? I feel it important that my guest’s needs be fully met while they stay at 


my home.” 


Lean and well proportioned, Victor Colvin’s boss, and head of an agency that contracted out 
assassins, cut a fine figure for a man in his early seventies. His signature tailored, double- 
breasted suit accentuated his muscular build, and he had replaced the ever-present tie with an 
ascot - his only concession for being in ‘the country.’ Silver gray, collar length hair swept back, 
revealing his high forehead, prominent cheekbones, and a strong cleft chin. His light-gray eyes 


fixed on Victor’s fragile body as it hunched in the wheelchair by the window. 


“T’m informed that you’re making excellent progress. You should be walking with only the aid 


of a cane within a few months they say,” the Old Man continued. 


Now Victor understood, and why should he be surprised that the agency had rescued him? There 
were few organizations with the resources necessary to execute such an operation. Although 


grateful, he still wanted to know why the Old Man had stuck his neck out to help him. 


“Your staff is exemplary, Sir, I’ve got nothing but praise for them,” Victor replied. “I have no 
doubt that they’re right when they say they’ll get me walking on my own before long. These 


beautiful surroundings certainly aid in the healing process also.” 


“Why thank you Mr. Colvin,” the Old Man said as a smile crossed his face. Victor was not aware 
that the Old Man was capable of smiling. “My chalet is half-way between the towns of 
Neuchatel and St. Blaise, in the foothills of the Jura Mountains. That’s my vineyard you see 


below you.” 


“T always figured you as a Scotch man, Sir.” Victor swiveled the wheelchair to get a better look 


at his boss. 


“IT can appreciate a fine vintage as much as the next person, Mr. Colvin. Besides, every man 


needs his hobbies and mine happens to be wine making.” 


The Old Man pulled out a gold cigarette case from the breast pocket of his jacket, retrieved a 
cigarette and tapped it lightly on the outside of the case before placing it in his lips. Then 
reaching for a gold lighter sitting on the coffee table in front of him, he flicked its trigger, 


igniting a flame that sparked the end of his cigarette. Taking a moment to savour his first drag 


his eyes remained partially closed as smoke slowly crept out of his nostrils. Both men lapsed into 


a comfortable silence as the fire crackled away in the hearth behind them. 


After a modest interval Victor decided it was time to satisfy his curiosity, “Why, Sir, why take the 


risk of having me rescued? Why didn’t you let me rot in the Turkish prison system?” 


“Mr. Colvin, what type of employer would I be if I didn’t do my utmost to look out for my 
employees?” the Old Man replied, a hint of sarcasm colouring his voice. Victor knew the 
Company policy, and that was to never acknowledge a captured operative as yours; let them 


swing in the wind, and never let the trail lead back to your front door. 


The man took another drag from his cigarette and continued, “We’d actually lost track of you, 


Victor, after our face-to-face chat and your resignation. I was concerned for your safety...” 


“You mean the Company’s safety - you wanted to know where I was going, who I was going to 
see next,” Victor challenged, shooting a steely glance in the Old Man’s direction. “So you sent 


people after me! Was it you who ordered the hit on me in Istanbul?” 


“Now hold on there!” the Old Man replied, ruffled at the accusations. “We knew...well...I knew 
where you were going and who you were going to see. It did not take a genius to figure out who 
had managed to get their hooks into you, Victor. However, despite my people’s best efforts, you 
managed to elude us, only reappearing on our radar when we found you had traveled to Istanbul; 


by that time, it was too late to extricate you. It’s a credit to your abilities that you were able to 


escape our surveillance for so long, but I would have expected nothing less from my finest 


assassin." 


“You see, Victor,” he continued after a moment, “I felt it prudent to keep an eye on you, 
especially with so many agencies on your tail. We finally found you by first locating Reg Bryson 
and his accomplice Janet Ward, the Mossad double agent. Unfortunately, it was too late to stop 
what occurred at that cafe in Arnavutkoy. The authorities had already arrested and taken you 


away by the time my people arrived on the scene.” 


The Old Man’s use of Victor’s first name was throwing the assassin off his guard, and memories 
of that afternoon on the Bosporus River came flooding back to him again. Once more, he heard 
the noise of the traffic and tourists, could smell the salty river breeze, and once again admire 
Ahu’s lovely, youthful appearance. It seemed like only yesterday and Victor longed to turn back 
time - to bring her back from the dead. She had taken a bullet meant for him and he would never 


forget it, for as long as he lived! 


“T have to be honest with you Victor,” the Old Man said, breaking into the assassin’s thoughts, 
“since your arrival at my organization I’ve held you in higher regard than anyone else and 
you’ve never let me down. I have secretly considered you like the son I have never had. Because 
of this personal affinity for you I have laid all of my resources at your disposal, usually without 


you’re knowledge; a form of insurance policy as much for me as for you.” 


Finishing his first cigarette, the Old Man pulled out his case to retrieve another one. He had lain 
himself bare in hopes of ‘honesty begetting honesty.’ He needed a trusted successor to head his 
organization and the only person he wanted was Victor; he hoped to lure the assassin back into 


his fold. 


While stunned by the Old Man’s personal revelations, Victor decided to remain reticent and 
avoid the exchange of intimacies. Instead, he decided to broach the topic that was upper-most in 


his thoughts. 


“How has Mert been doing since his mother’s death?” Victor asked. 


“Whose death?” the Old Man asked, coming out of a brief reverie, “Oh... you mean Doctor Eser? 
Victor — she is alive. I had my moments of doubt, but she made it through her treatments; that 


woman has a strong constitution.” 


The assassin’s heart leapt at the Old Man’s words and the sudden rush of blood through his 
system made him feel faint, almost giddy. If he had had the strength, he would have leapt out of 
the wheelchair and danced a jig at these revelations. This was the news he needed, the ray of 
hope shining its light into his otherwise bleak existence and telling him of a purpose that he had 
yet to fulfill. Wanting to know more, Victor urged the Old Man to tell all he knew and his 


mentor obliged. 


“T must admit that it was touch and go at first for the young lady; those Turkish hospitals are not 
up to our Western standards. Therefore, under the guise of an anonymous benefactor, I flew in 
the best medical team I could find in Europe to supplement the Turkish medical staff. When 
Doctor Eser was strong enough, I had her transferred to an ultra-private rehabilitation hospital on 
the Lake of Constance.” The Old Man paused to let Victor ponder the good news. “Today she 


still teaches at her university in Ankara, and supervises the occasional dig.” 


“Do you have her under surveillance?” Victor asked. 


“After all these years - goodness no, she’s not one of our contracts, Victor. I do however, on 


occasion, surreptitiously check in on her to ensure her safety, but otherwise her life is her own.” 


“T owe you a debt of gratitude, Sir, one that I'll likely never be able to repay.” 


“You’ve repaid it many times over, Victor, through your years of loyalty to my organization. I 
do hope you reconsider your thoughts of leaving, and instead take over my position as Director.” 
Checking his watch, the Old Man suddenly said, “Time is fleeting, I must be back in Zurich this 


evening.” 


He got up to leave, and then turned to face Victor. “By the way,” he continued, “it might interest 
you to know we’ve been keeping tabs on Reg Bryson and I believe that he’s behind the recent 
disappearance of the archaeologist, Doctor Jason Pritchard.” The Old Man slipped on his 
overcoat. “It was he and Janet Ward, the Mossad double-agent that shot Doctor Eser in the cafe 


that afternoon.” 


Victor’s grip tightened on the arms of the wheelchair, “Where are they now?” 


“We’re not entirely sure, but the Company does have some leads that the police don’t. It 


shouldn’t be long before we’ve got them in our sights again.” 


“Would you do me a favor, Sir?” 


“Anything, name it.” 


“Tell your staff to accelerate my rehabilitation - I need to get back into fighting shape as soon as 
possible. If what this archaeologist discovered has any relationship to the Sagalassos’ tablets then 
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Ahu could be in danger. I need to get to Bryson before he gets to her 


“T see your point, Victor. I will send a team to put her under surveillance and keep you informed 
of our investigations. Meanwhile, Ill have a word with the head of the medical staff here and let 


them know it is time to ramp up your treatments.” 


“Thank you, Sir. I appreciate all you’ve done for me...” 


“Victor, think nothing of it,’ the Old Man interrupted. “Consider the resources of this 
organization to be at your disposal, all you have to do is ask.” With that, the Old Man made a 
slight bow, turned and walked out of the library, leaving Victor to brood upon what he had just 
heard. 


CHAPTER SIX 


“Evil and good are God’s right hand and left.” 


Bailey: Festus (Poem Line 271) 


Southeast Lebanon, on the Israeli-Lebanese border. 


The Syrian took a hungry drag on his cigarette. It had been a long, bloody autumn and there 
seemed no end in sight. Settling his combat weary body against the remains of a pulverized wall 
that had once surrounded a school’s courtyard, he pulled his worn military jacket more tightly 
around himself to keep in the heat. His bushy black eyebrows, dark, tired eyes and weathered 
cheekbones were the only features to protrude from under a scarf wrapped loosely around his 


head and neck. 


This Special Forces man led a rag-tag platoon of Hezbollah, Lebanese militia, Hamas, and PLO 
soldiers. One of an elite group, the Syrian army sent the likes of him to help her allies in their 
secret and on-going battle against Israel. This evening, he and his men waited patiently for what 
they knew would come their way like clockwork - an Israeli F-16 patrol that passed this area 
daily. Tonight they had a surprise for their Israeli flyers, an improved and more powerful weapon 


to help Allah’s army of freedom. 


His motley group of twenty men wore whatever they could find: torn jeans or old slacks, T- 
shirts, thread bare sweaters or worn-out combat jackets and boots. They sat or squatted, clustered 
around this bombed out shell of a building. Like their Syrian commander, most had their heads 
covered in soiled scarves while others kept their head bare. They sheltered behind whatever 
remained standing of the old school, watching as the sun turned a ruddy plum colour and set into 


the Mediterranean Sea - anticipating the arrival of those Israeli fighters. 


They did not have long to wait as the specks appeared on the horizon. The Syrian took a last drag 
on what little remained of his cigarette, then flicked the glowing stub to the ground, and growled 
a command to a young recruit huddled nearby. In the soldier’s hand was a SA-18 Grouse 


surface-to-air missile launcher with the missile lying on the ground beside him. 


Throwing off his headscarf to avoid obstructing his view, the young militiaman inserted the 48- 
inch long rocket neatly into the sheaf of olive green tube and locked it into place. He shouldered 
the launcher and aimed it toward the approaching enemy in the darkening sky. With the 
viewfinder on his targets, the soldier took care to keep his finger away from the sensitive trigger 
for fear of prematurely firing it off; from set-up to being launch-ready, he had taken only six 


seconds. 


As the aircraft flew from Haifa, on Israel’s Mediterranean coast, they followed Lebanon’s 
southern border as closely as they dared. Now clearly in view, the Syrian started his count: 6000 


meters, fifty-five hundred, 5000 meters... 


“Hadir (Ready)! he commanded. Four-thousand meters, thirty-five hundred, he counted quietly 


to himself, “Fire!” he shouted above the roar of the fighter’s jet engines. 


The young militiaman squeezed the trigger and an explosion of flame and smoke materialized as 
the Grouse missile tore away from the launcher perched on his shoulder, followed by a fiery 


ribbon of flame. 


The desperate group watched in awe as their missile sliced through the air at more than 200 
meters per second and positioned itself just behind the F-16 fighter patrol. Acquiring the closest 
plane, the men watched as the missile arched gracefully eastward, closing the distance on its 


target; it was merely a matter of seconds now, thought the Syrian. 
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Pearson International Airport, Toronto, Ontario, Canada. 


Professor Jack Paterson stood transfixed as he read the subtitles that scrolled across the wall- 
hung television of Terminal 1’s coffee shop near the Arrival’s area. He wore his customary 
turtleneck and Harris Tweed jacket, while a tan overcoat, brown wool slacks, and leather boots 


completed his wintry attire. 


The professor, engrossed by the news coming out of the Middle East, found one item in 
particular that had captured his attention. A journalist in Jerusalem spoke of the escalating 
violence against Israeli settlements on all of its borders. There were rumours of a build-up of 
men and arms in Lebanon, Jordan, Syria, Iran, and Egypt, as well as unwelcome news of Syrian 


naval exercises off the coast of the Lebanese-Israeli border. 


Another reporter mentioned the OPEC countries concerns, and their veiled threats of reducing 
barrel output and raising oil prices as a way to put pressure on the West to take them seriously. 
America and her allies, they hoped, would then force concessions from Israel that would benefit 
her Arab neighbors, especially the Palestinians. A government insider stated that the Israeli 
Prime Minister had called a special, late night session of the Knesset, Israel’s Parliament, in 
order to decide whether the country should activate its reserve forces and heighten its military 


readiness. 


“Man oh man, what a powder keg that side of the world is,” said Paterson quietly to himself. He 
turned to look back at the arrivals' board and noticed that her plane had rolled in a half-an-hour 


before - that is when he heard her voice. 


“Hello Jack!” Dr. Ahu Eser exclaimed as she walked up to him dressed in a blue ski jacket, 
jeans, and leather boots. She pulled her suitcase along behind her and smiled, “It’s good to see 


you again my friend.” She reached up and gave the professor a big hug. 


At Ahu’s appearance, Jack Paterson broke into a wide grin, relieved she had safely landed. Ahu 
had decided to take the year’s sabbatical owed to her by her university in Ankara, and travelling 
with her son Mert in tow, she had accepted the invitation from the University of Toronto to do 
some guest lecturing. She knew she had to escape the political unrest that escalated daily in the 
Middle East, and Jack, having seen the current developments while waiting for her, was glad she 


had made the right choice. 


Ahu had pulled her straight black hair into a loose ponytail, keeping it away from her brown, 
almond-shaped eyes. They shone out of a face that was a little more care-worn due to what she 
had unfortunately endured in the last few years. Nevertheless, her smile was as warm and 
inviting as it always had been when she was with friends. There was a time, soon after her 
shooting outside Istanbul, when those close to her felt she would not walk again, but her 
determination proved them wrong. Her inner strength not only had kept her alive, but in time it 


helped her to reach a full recovery; leaving little to show for her ordeal but a scar and slight limp. 


Mert was now a pre-teen and adding to his height daily. His curly black hair and dark brown 


eyes accentuated his round, friendly face. Pulling his luggage behind him, he glanced around and 


marvelled at the airport's frenetic activity, while walking towards his mother and the professor. A 


shy smile remained frozen on his lips. 


“Say hello to Professor Paterson, Mert,” said Ahu. “He and his wife have graciously allowed us 


to stay with them until our residence is ready at the university.” 


“Tanistigimiza memnun oldum (Pleased to meet you),” said the boy softly as he came up beside 


his mother. 


“English Mert, remember you’re in Canada now. For this year, you will speak mostly English, 


my love. You may as well begin your lessons today.” 


“Yes Eje (mother),” replied Mert. “Nice to, unmm...meet you, Sir,” he said slowly, looking to 
his mother for confirmation that he had pronounced the words correctly. She smiled down at him 


in acknowledgement, and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. 


“Tt’s nice to meet you too, young man,” Jack Paterson replied. Offering his hand, Jack engaged 
the boy in a hearty handshake. “Charlotte and I want you and your mother to feel as if our home 


is your home while you are here in Canada. It’s important to us that you two feel comfortable.” 


Mert responded with a shy shrug and looked toward the floor. Jack then turned to Ahu, offered to 


take her suitcase and asked, “How are things in Ankara right now?” 


“You’ve heard about the riots and demonstrations in Istanbul, Jack?” 


“Who hasn’t?” 


“Turkey’s troubles are one more problem to add to the Middle East’s growing list. The Turkish 
government is dealing with a growing backlash against their secularist state. The conservative 
Muslims, the lower middle classes and the poor are not only demonstrating but also coming to 
blows with the authorities. They see the growing inequalities and lack of employment as the fault 
of the privileged and educated classes. These people also believe that the secularist government 
in Turkey supports these inequalities,” Ahu said, sadly shaking her head as she followed 


Paterson to the parking garage. 


“The clerics are demanding an end to a rule that they say is corrupted by capitalist values and 
want the formation of an Islamic government; some are even advocating the introduction of 
Sharia law. It’s not an easy time to be an academic in Turkey right now, Jack,” Ahu replied as a 


rueful smile formed on her face. 


She stopped and turned to the genial professor, looking up at his handsome face. “Thank you 
Jack,” she said, “thank you for recommending me to the university’s board for this position.” She 


placed her hand softly on his forearm as she spoke. 


“Ahu, when the board found out you were due a sabbatical from Ankara University, they all but 


ordered me to steal you away for at least a year. We at the university felt cheated by your short 


visit two years ago. I promise that you’ll be so busy with command appearances that by the end 
of the year you’ll be craving some peace and quiet,” Paterson kidded. “Now come on you two, 
let’s get you home before Charlotte comes looking for all of us, thinking that something’s 
happened.” Ahu smiled her appreciation, and the two of them followed the professor out of the 


terminal building and toward the parking garage. 
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Berlin, capital of Germany. 


Oversized, fluffy snowflakes fell thickly onto the asphalt of the Rosenthaler Strasse, a few miles 
northwest of the center of Berlin; those that melted left greasy wet patches reflecting the dull 
illumination of overhead street lamps and the lights of nearby shops. The air was a few degrees 
above zero and dawn had not yet arrived on this sloppy February morning. The windows of Die 
Hackeschen Hofe, a pale yellow, seven-storey building remained mostly dark; the building’s 
residents still stumbered while the ground floor shopkeepers had not yet arrived for another day’s 


work. 


From a street level entrance, looking directly up the building's facade to where it pushed its semi- 
circular face into the roofline, a two-storey bank of windows showed a glimmer of life. The 
apartments belonged to the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis. She and her manservant were always 
early risers. While Apollyon looked after his lady’s needs, laying out her clothing for the day and 
preparing the breakfast, Kristiana von Sonnenfinsternis prepared to serve her country as 


Germany’s newest foreign minister. 


She had only held this position for three months, ever since the tragic death of the previous 
minister, Uwe Hartmann. Yet already parliament was showing signs of aligning itself in her 


direction, toward a greater nationalistic, more right wing, Conservative Germany. She had made 


some powerful allies in the political realm and, together with her international contacts, expected 


to consolidate her authority within this Parliament by the end of the year. 


Kristi instinctively knew that she would be a force to reckon with, someone that could never be 
in the background of life for very long. Throughout her upbringing her father, Siegfried 
Wolfram, Baron von Sonnenfinsternis, repeatedly said that as her birthright she would see an 
increase in her influence over Germany's interests - she need only follow her pre-ordained path 
as laid out by her ancestors. The wealth and power upon which her family's empire rested would 


naturally carry her to the pinnacle of German society and world affairs. 


Her penthouse apartment was an open concept living, dining, and kitchen area that flowed neatly 
into one another on the main floor. The decorating remained tasteful if sparse. The small 
servant’s wing was at the end of a hall located at the south end of the first floor. At the north end 
of the living room a wide, circular stair wound its way up toward the second storey bedrooms. 
Apollyon now moved silently around the first level performing his morning duties, while Kristi 
was about to enter into her morning prayers. Like her late mother, she too was very devout, 


although the two worshipped very different gods. 


Her prayer room lay adjacent to her bedroom. Within its intimate interior, she had hung thick, 
black curtains on the walls and over the room's only window; these helped to muffle outside 
sounds and keep the room in darkness. On the wooden floor lay a hand-woven rug, in the center 
of which was a large pentacle within a circle. Almost the width of the carpet, it featured 


astrological symbols at intervals around the inner circumference of that circle. 


Thick, maroon candles perched on their stubby pedestals lay in the four corners of this room, 


emitting a diffused glow. At one end of the rug, over the symbol of Venus, the morning star of 


the East, sat an altar made of a solid piece of intricately carved oak. Almost four feet high, the 
base of the altar resembled the twisted roots of a tree. These solid limbs supported the top of the 
altar, upon which sat two small candles and a one-foot-high, inverted wooden cross. The pungent 


aroma of beeswax overwhelmed the close atmosphere of the tiny room. 


Kristi knelt in front of the altar, facing to the east and with her left hand, signed the cross over 
her naked breasts; nestled between them was her silver, inverted pentacle on a delicate chain that 
shimmered in the candle light. A black, gossamer cloak hung loosely over her shoulders, its hood 
just covering her shoulder length, auburn hair. She closed her eyes and concentrated on her 
breathing - emptying her mind of everything but thoughts of her Master. In through her nose and 
then slowly out through her mouth, she continued to breathe as her hands slipped down toward 


her bare, inner thighs. 


As she did every day, she needed to release the inner Dragon, the white-hot Fury that demanded 
His sacrifice before He would grant her the power she craved. He lived and worked through her 
as He did within all the creatures and creation of this world and those who willing subjugated 


themselves to Him, mind, body, and soul; they would reap great rewards. 


With the gentlest of self-caresses, Kristi began to intone her prayer, “My Father who lives in me 
and is forever within my heart and soul. You who are Perfection, oh Lord, I and all that You 


have created obey Your commands...” 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


“T only ask for information.” 


Charles Dickens (David Copperfield) 


Neuchatel, north-west Switzerland - spring 2006. 


Victor, to his dismay, lay stretched out on the floor, staring at the chalet’s square-beamed ceiling 
twelve feet above him. The room was large, consisting of a gymnasium and physiotherapy area. 
He barely remembered the hit that literally swept him off his feet in the blink of an eye, leaving 


him sprawled out on the mat in front of his trainer. 


“Remind me again why I’m doing this exercise?” he asked. His trainer, a young brunette in her 
mid-twenties only smirked as he lay there in a heap. Her dark brown hair sat in a tight knot and 
her hazel eyes flashed their determination as she resumed her offensive posture - placing her 


dominant foot forward. 


“Tt’s for balance, speed, focus, and hand-eye coordination, Mr. Colvin,” she replied in her thickly 
accented English, “something that you still seem to lack.” Her disdain for him was obvious in her 
reply. Waiting for Victor to stand up, she deftly swung her six-foot long Bo staff in a tight figure 
eight above her head and then to the ready. “Shall I let you get comfortable down there, perhaps 


have a nap, or can we continue your training, Mr. Colvin?” 


Victor moved to a sitting position and then passed an admiring glance over his young instructor. 


She was attractive and lithe, and her appearance suggested an Eastern Europe pedigree. 


“What did you say your name was?” Victor asked. 


“T didn’t. Now get up, we don’t have much time.” With that, she deftly flicked his bamboo Bo 
staff with the tip of her own, letting it fly up from the floor and nearly smacking him in the face 
as he attempted to rise. If it were not for a quick thinking grab with his left hand, he would have 


had another humiliating knockdown. 


Resignedly, the assassin assumed his defensive position, placing feet side by side and staff mid- 
chest, horizontal with the floor. His hands held the staff in a way that divided its exposed surface 
into equal thirds. He wondered - would she strike from the side, overhead, straight down, or as a 


thrust? 


The young woman quickly moved her staff up, vertically over her head, followed by a lighting 
fast, whipsaw movement that brought her pole down toward Victor’s head. The assassin stepped 
back, raising his staff to counter the hit that did not arrive. His next sensation was of a stinging 
pain in his left, upper thigh as the trainer switched attacks in mid-movement, whacking her staff 


onto his left leg. 


“Hey, that hurt!” Victor said playfully, rubbing the sore area and watching her move back into 
her offensive stance. “I don’t suppose you could warn me about where you’re going to hit next? 


Or what about slowing down your blows?” 


“Mr. Colvin, why would I do that? You need to sharpen your focus.” 


“Thought you might say that,” he mumbled as he resumed his defensive posture. 


The trainer quickly swung the Bo staff under her left arm and pointed it towards Victor. As she 
turned her head, he noticed her eyes look down and to his right, while her feet pivoted into an 


attack. 


Quickly, the assassin countered her move by turning to his right while bringing the tip of his own 
staff solidly to the floor, thwarting her second attempt to knock him down. With his instincts in 
overdrive, Victor switched from defense to offense — bringing his Bo staff up and stepping 
forward, keeping the weapon pointed dead center. The next thing he saw was the young trainer 


doubled over in pain. 


“You...you needn’t have hit...hit back so hard...Mr. Colvin,” she gasped as she struggled to 


regain her breath. 


“Sorry about that! It must be those wonderful lessons of yours," he teased as he bent toward her 
and offered to help her up. Ignoring his gesture, she pulled herself up in time to face some 


visitors who entered their training room. 


“Now Victor, it’s not like you to abuse the staff, you’re expected to play nice.” It was the Old 
Man, dressed conservatively in gray wool, single-breasted suit with cravat. Behind him strode a 
younger man, casually attired and with strikingly vivid blue eyes. The fellow broke into a wide 


grin upon seeing Victor’s young trainer. 


““Adel...Adel Pikantnova?” the fellow asked. 


The woman smiled back at the sight of the handsome young man. Dusting herself off, she 
launched herself toward this newcomer. “Irish...what are you doing here?” she asked as she 


wrapped her arms around him and planted a big kiss on his lips. 


“Baby...please!” said the younger man as he peeled the young trainer off himself, “Not in front 


of the boss.” 


“Ahem.” The Old Man discreetly cleared his throat for attention. 


“Sorry Sir, it’s been a long time for the two of us. Like, what - five years baby?” The younger 


man absently scratched his chin while in thought. 


“Try seven you bum!” her tone was scornful. “Our last encounter was in Moscow. Why didn’t 


you call me afterwards; I wasn’t good enough for you?” 


The Old Man interrupted them, “You two can catch up later. Now, I’d like to introduce you to 
Victor Colvin, your newest team member. Victor, you have already had the pleasure of working 
with Adel, our fighting coordinator. Now this gentleman,” he gestured toward O’Bryan, “is an 


arms dealer extraordinaire, Mr. Brendan O’ Bryan.” 


Victor shook the younger man’s hand. 


“Nice to meet you, O’Bryan, so you’re nickname’s ‘Irish,’ ever heard of ‘Irish eyes’...” 


“Yea... know,” the younger man interrupted, “‘Irish eyes are smiling’ and all that. I’d rather you 
not comment on them.” Yet O’Bryan’s ready smile set his eyes aglow again as he shook Victor’s 


hand. “‘Call me Brendan.” 


“Adel, Victor,” the Old Man began, “why don’t you two clean yourselves up and meet us in the 
library for a drink and conversation before dinner? Victor, we have some information to share 


with you.” 


With a brief nod in his boss’s direction, Victor wiped his forehead with a towel and turned 


toward the change room, still pondering the Old Man’s last words. 
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Toronto, Ontario, Canada, same time. 


The afternoon was sunny with just a hint of spring in the chill, early March air. A pungent mix of 
vehicle exhaust, soggy garbage, and damp swirled in the air above the heads of the pedestrians as 
they plied their way along Front, Church and Wellington Streets. The legs of those harried 
pedestrians were on view to the patrons of the subterranean pub, the Gooderham and Grouse, as 


they passed its windows. 


At the far end, furthest from the entrance and in a cozy little corner booth of the unusually 
shaped building sat a group of professors deep in conversation. Those from Toronto had brought 
their visiting colleagues to the famous Flatiron Building to catch up on Professor Tony 


Fieldstone’s latest news from England. 


Fieldstone had only just arrived and was staying with the Patersons while he visited Toronto. 
Doctor Ahu Eser, now comfortably accommodated in one of the University of Toronto’s 
graduate apartments, sat opposite Fieldstone and next to Associate Professor Donald Heath, who 
was in the university’s history department. Doctor Reginald Harwood, professor of Native 


American studies, sat between Heath and Professor Jack Paterson. 


“So you say, Tony, that the authorities haven’t found any trace of Jason or his vehicle?” Paterson 


asked. 


“That’s right Jack,” Fieldstone said, the large, round lenses of his spectacles twinkling in the 
warm light of the pub's lamps. “It’s been almost six months and Scotland Yard is no closer to 
finding Jason. We’re all still hoping for the best, but the longer he’s gone the harder it is to keep 


positive.” The others nodded their understanding. 


“Jason wouldn’t just take off and not tell anyone, he wasn’t that kind of person. It can’t be 
kidnapping, someone would have been calling in for a ransom by now, so...” Reg Harwood’s 
voice suddenly went quiet, he could not articulate the last alternative - abduction and murder for 


the artifacts? 


“What significance do you think the artifacts had in Jason’s disappearance?” Ahu asked. 


“T couldn’t tell you, Ahu, but those tablets reminded me of the ones from the Sagalassos 
excavation. I’m just hoping that they don’t have the same bad luck attached to them; with no 


offense to you, Ahu, of course.” 


“No offence taken, Tony, I too pray that Jason is still alive. Every day I live with the guilt of 


those deaths that occurred because of some old clay tablets found under my watch.” 


“Tony,” Jack Paterson said, trying to change the subject, “you say that Jason was taking the 
artifacts to the British Museum. Did you get an opportunity to photograph them before they went 


missing?” 


Fieldstone sadly shook his head, “Only photos of the tablets while they lay ‘in situ.” The 
Sagalassos tablets were in better shape than these. Jason and I intended on having them properly 
restored back at the London museum and then do a complete photographic record afterward.” He 


took a swig from his pint glass in an attempt to wash down a bitter memory. 


Learning that the Durrington Walls' cache resembled the Sagalassos tablets in style and 
symbolism excited these academics, and despite the tragedy swirling around the English 
excavation, all needed to learn more about the new find. Turning her dark eyes in Fieldstone’s 
direction Ahu asked, “How were the cuneiform tablets found? Were there any signs that they 


may have been sealed into some type of container?” 


“Well, we did find extensive pottery shard material throughout the section of trench three. As to 
whether the tablets came from those pots, well it's is still too early to say. Our team discovered 
the cache in a disorganized heap, spread over a few square feet. A jumble that we suspect 
occurred due to centuries of tilling that soil.” Fieldstone emptied his glass and signaled to the 


server for a re-fill. 


“Our Geophys told us to expect a dense mass of something under that section of field,” 
Fieldstone continued. “It was too irregular to be a wall or foundation. We pegged it as a rubbish 


heap because it certainly fit the profile. It turned out to be the tablets.” 


“How long do you think they lay at Durrington Walls?” Paterson asked, as he scooped the last of 


his lunch onto a fork. 


“Jason and IJ discussed that one, and from the shallow depth and their disarray, we think they 
may have just been brought to this site and abandoned for some reason. From the soil layer we 


estimate that they were placed there about a thousand years ago.” 


“Too young to be related to the Sagalassos tablets,” Harwood said. 


“T didn’t say that Reg,” Fieldstone interjected, “Jason and I think that someone transported them 
to Durrington Walls and buried them there. Now that they’re missing we won’t be able to 
properly carbon date them. But what brought to mind Sagalassos, was not just the cuneiform 


inscriptions, but the symbols incised into them.” There was a sharp intake of breath at the 


anticipation of Tony Fieldstone’s next revelation. “Yes, half-pentacles and swastikas around 
each tablet’s perimeter as if the tablets were meant to be fit together into a particular order - just 


like those from Sagalassos!” 


Donald Heath was the first to break the silence that had fallen on the little group of academics. 


“What Heather and I noticed as we packed the tablets away for Jason’s drive to London, was that 


there were only twelve, not eighteen tablets, like there were with the Sagalassos find.” 


“Maybe some were destroyed over the centuries due to natural or man-made actions. 
Alternatively, it could just be a different message requiring fewer tablets. We’re still not entirely 
sure whether we got the complete message from the Sagalassos tablets; remember, we were still 
trying to finish interpreting them when they were stolen from the Royal Ontario Museum’s 


vault,” Paterson pointed out. 


“You're right Jack,” replied Fieldstone, “until we find evidence of others, my team will continue 
to view the find as having only twelve in the cache. Despite a missing friend and the lost 
artifacts, we still have one bright spot that remains — there’s still the velum scroll that 


accompanied the tablets in the same trench.” 


The others leaned forward at this new revelation and Don said, “Scroll? Heather and I didn’t 


pack any scroll in with the tablets.” 


“Yes, I know Don. Lindsay had passed it on to one of our restoration specialists for extraction 
from an almost intact pottery capsule before we arrived back from our aerial tour of Durrington 
Walls. In her excitement, she had forgotten about it when the tablets began to appear. However, I 
consider the scroll as big a find as those tablets; it’s since been taken to London for further 
examination and to be translated.” Fieldstone leaned back in his chair and took a long swig on 


his pint glass. 


“How is the scroll related to the tablets, Tony?” Ahu asked. 


“Same symbols, this time complete, and different language. Jason and I think that someone was 
trying to translate the tablets, though the translation seems incomplete. The language looks like 


one of the ancient Celtic dialects.” 


“So we carbon date the goatskin and find out when the tablets likely ended up at Durrington 


Walls,” Ahu mused. 


“Precisely...” Fieldstone acknowledged. The unexpected arrival of two visitors to the academics' 


booth interrupted the archaeologist's attempt at a broader explanation. 


“Excuse me, Professor Paterson?” Valencia Davino asked, recognizing the academic as she 


approached the rear most booth. 


“Hey, Doctor Fieldstone, how’re you doing?” Jeremy Crane blurted out, as he followed closely 


behind Valencia. 


Valencia and Jeremy had arrived at the Gooderham and Grouse for a late lunch after a morning 
of scrounging at the St. Lawrence Antique Market, just a few blocks east of where the Flatiron 
building stood. Upon hearing their names, both professors turned to see who was addressing 


them. 


“Ms. Davino! Nice to see you,” Jack Paterson said, his characteristic smile flashing in the young 


woman’s direction. 


“Well, Pll be...” Fieldstone began, “folks, remember that exchange student from Canada I was 
telling you about? Meet Jeremy Crane - I didn’t know you’re from the Toronto area Jeremy.” 


The young man nodded and smiled, slightly embarrassed at the unexpected attention. 


“Fancy the two of you knowing one another,” Paterson said referring to Valencia and Jeremy. 


“Old friends, Sir,” Valencia confirmed. 


“T taught her everything I know, Professor Paterson. Without me she would’ve never made it this 


far,” Jeremy quipped. 


“You mean that despite all you did for me, I still managed to make it this far,” Valencia 


countered and gave the younger man a playful nudge with her elbow. 


Paterson introduced the other academics at the table and then ended by saying, “I believe you 


remember Doctor Ahu Eser, don’t you Valencia?” 


“T do, how are you doing Doctor? I was shocked to hear of your near fatality a few years ago - I 


hope all’s well now?” 


“As well as can be expected I suppose, thank you,” Ahu said coldly. She sincerely wanted to 
know if the younger woman knew of Victor Colvin’s whereabouts, but with her colleagues 


present, she decided to leave the contentious topic unmentioned. 


As the group fell into an awkward silence, Valencia became uncomfortable, and wanted to leave 
the pub. The proximity of the other woman, her former rival for Colvin’s affection, had suddenly 
irritated her and she pulled at Jeremy’s sleeve, making hasty “good byes’ to the others at the 


table. 


“Hey, what gives Val? I thought this was where you wanted to eat?” 


“Sorry Jeremy, I’ve got a taste for deli and there’s one just down the street.” 


“Women...go figure!” Jeremy groaned as he stumbled along trying to keep pace with Valencia 


who had disappeared from the pub and into the blustery March afternoon. 


“Speaking of going,” said Ahu to the others, “I should be getting back to the apartment before 


Mert comes home from school.” 


“T’d be glad to take you, you’re on my way, and I’ve got to get back home to mark some papers,” 


Donald Heath offered. 


“That’s kind of you Don, thank you — I accept.” 


oh 2 2 


Heather Heath pulled her car up to the curb on Front Street adjacent to the Gooderham and 


Grouse entrance. 


“Hey you two, I hope I haven’t kept you waiting too long?” she asked. 


“Don't worry dear, we just stepped out of the pub,” Donald Heath said. He ushered Ahu into the 


front passenger seat and closed the door behind her. 


“T really appreciate the lift back to my apartment,” Ahu said to Heather, as she buckled up her 
seat belt. 


“Our pleasure Ahu, Don and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.” 


Heather pulled away from the curb as Don slid into the back seat behind Ahu and pulled his door 


closed. They navigated through the late afternoon traffic to the Gardiner Expressway. 


Sitting where he was, Don could see his wife’s eyes in the car’s rear-view mirror, and while 
Heather effortlessly engaged Ahu in light conversation, she gave her husband an almost 


imperceptible look in that mirror. He acknowledged her look with a nod of his own. 


Bringing his wife’s purse nearer to him, he quietly opened it and slipped his hand inside, 
extracting a damp cloth sealed in a zip-lock baggy. Heather prepared to enter the on-ramp for the 
Gardiner. As she began her approach, Don removed the cloth and quietly placed it over the 
mouth and nose of the unsuspecting Ahu. In mid-sentence, and after a brief but fruitless struggle, 


Ahu’s body went limp, fading into unconsciousness as the chloroform worked its magic. 


oh 28 2 ok 


“Aha, there you two are,” the Old Man said as Victor and Adel made their way into the library. 


The evening weather had turned bleak, the rain beating timpani against the library’s south-facing 
windows. Miles below the chalet, Lac Neuchatel churned, its waves exploding against the 
shoreline in intermittent bursts; inside, however, all was warmth and comfort. A large fire raged 
in the hearth and its light played with the shadows in the room creating strange and wonderful 
images on the adjoining walls and bookcases. The Old Man sat with his back to the crackling fire 


and swirled brandy in a snifter that lay in the palm of his hand. The younger man, Brendan 


O’Bryan, lounged on the leather couch facing the Old Man and nursed a glass of single malt, 


neat. 


Adel made a beeline for the empty space on the leather sofa next to O’Bryan, while Victor 
continued past the couch to the room's windows. Hands in his pockets, he just stood looking out 


at the raging storm and ignored the others; lost in his thoughts. 


“You’re looking much better Victor,” the Old Man said, prompting Victor to turn an ear in his 
direction. “I hear that you’re pressing over two-hundred pounds now. I can see that the high 


protein and carbohydrate diet has brought you almost up to your ideal body weight...” 


“T’m sorry, Sir,” Victor interrupted, “but isn’t this review of my stats something that should be 


done in private?” 


“Yes, of course, I apologize. I am just so pleased with your progress. It means that we can move 


on to the next stage of your rehabilitation.” 


“Look, Sir, if this meeting is about my progress,” he turned to face his boss, “then why exactly 
are these two here? No offense intended of course.” Victor indicated Adel and Brendan with a 
sweep of his hand as he leaned on the back of their couch. He had become impatient, knowing 


that he was the only one not in on a secret the others had yet to share. 


“As I was about to say Victor, they are your team members.” 


“Team members - what team are you talking about, Sir?” 


“Adel has advanced martial arts training and specializes in covert infiltration,” the Old Man said. 
“Brendan O’Bryan provides access to and training for the latest weapons on the market. He also 
never fails to provide top quality intelligence although I am reluctant to ask how he obtains much 


of it. But he’s very reliable.” 


O’Bryan nodded his appreciation in the Old Man’s direction as the twinkle in his eyes returned. 


“And Victor, as I understand it, we still have to judge how rusty you are on the firing range. 


Brendan has brought along a nice selection of weapons for you to try out.” 


Victor leaned forward, both hands firmly gripping the back of the leather couch in front of him. 
He came so close to Adel’s right ear that she shifted uncomfortably, pushing closer to O’ Bryan 


in an attempt to reassert her comfort zone. 


“T ask again, Sir, what team? I work alone, you know that,” he growled. “Besides, have you 
forgotten our conversation in Zurich so many years ago? I’ve done with killing — I need to get 


out of this business, if I can.” 


The Old Man remained unmoved as he looked at Victor’s scowl; he had dealt with tougher 
clients before. What Victor did not yet realize was that the other three people in that library were 


there to do him a favour. 


“Hey Victor, you may change your tune when you...” O’Bryan stopped in mid-sentence as the 


Old Man lifted his hand to silence him. 


“Victor, a problem has occurred that requires my attention and your team’s services. Now...” The 
Old Man held up his hand again to silence Victor. “Now, you can let my people do this alone, 
and they may be quite capable of accomplishing the task without you. Or, when you learn of 


your vested interest in the outcome, you may decide that you want to be in the thick of it.” 


“Vested interest? What the hell are you talking about, Sir?” 


A cellphone on the table in front of the Old Man began to ring. Glancing at his watch, then at the 


name and number on its screen, he exclaimed, “Ah, right on time! It’s for you Victor.” 


The Old Man handed over the phone, “We’ll all talk later, after you’re finished here. The three of 
us will leave you to your call.” Motioning for O’Bryan and Pikantnova to follow him out of the 


library, the Old Man led the way to the dining room. 


Victor looked at the phone and, recognizing the name on it, his eyes grew wide with 


astonishment; how had she found him? “Yes Valencia - what is it?” he growled into the receiver. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


“A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch, 
Incapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy.” 


Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice (Act IV — Sc.1) 


Victor strode into the panelled dining room where the others had already begun their meal - their 
light conversation and laughter hanging in the air. The assassin’s scowl went unnoticed by his 
companions as he took his seat at the table while an attendant placed a covered plate at his place 


and filled his wine glass. 


“...But you see my friends,” the Old Man began to say, “the difference between my vineyard’s 
Chasselas that you are now drinking and that of Germany’s is that Swiss grapes produce a much 


crisper, more acidic and therefore more refreshing wine. I find the German grapes...” 


“And just how long did you known of Doctor Ahu Eser’s disappearance, Sir? Why wasn’t I 


informed of it sooner?” Victor demanded, cutting the older man off in mid-sentence. 


Carefully laying aside his cutlery, taking time to use his napkin and then gently placing it beside 
his plate, the Old Man turned to face Victor. 


“T hope you don’t mind, Victor, but we started eating without you; no sense letting the food grow 
cold.” He could see Victor’s annoyance at avoiding his question. “In answer to your query, 


we’ve known for about three days.” 


“So why wasn’t I told about this sooner?” Victor repeated. 


“What could you have done?” 


“How could this have happened on the Company’s watch? Didn’t you have a detail protecting 
her?” Victor persisted. Brendan and Adel sat silently eating their meals as the verbal exchange 


continued. 


“T didn’t anticipate something happening to her, Victor.” The Old Man sat back in his chair and 
took a sip of his wine, then continued, “I thought that once in Canada she would be safe; it seems 
I miscalculated and for that I’m sorry. However, I don’t think that she is in any real danger at the 


moment.” 


Victor’s face grew visibly redder and his expression more grim. “What makes you think that her 


life won’t be in any danger?” he snapped. 


“This is where our intelligence has come in handy. Mr. O’Bryan has some information that will 


help us to locate Doctor Eser; perhaps I should let him tell you what it is.” 


Brendan felt the heat of Victor’s glare as both men turned their attention to him. 


“Eh-hem.” Brendan cleared his throat after his final swallow of food and washed it down with 
the last of his wine. “Right, Victor, I have contacts in all of the highest and lowest of places. 


Political ones are particularly plentiful since they are so easily bought...” 


“Can we cut to the chase Brendan?” Victor interrupted. 


“Okay, okay...the information I received was from someone high up in the German government 
and they told me that the new German Minister of Foreign Affairs, the Baroness von 
Sonnenfinsternis, appeared unusually interested in the archaeological find from the Sagalassos 
excavation in Turkey, a couple of years ago. This Kristi, as her friends call her, fancies herself 
something of an amateur archaeologist. There are other, more recently discovered artifacts from 
an excavation called Durrington Walls, in the southwest of Britain, which she also seems eager 
to acquire. She discretely tried to call in some favours through her company’s public relations 


division, so she could obtain access to the tablets that were found at each of these excavations.” 


“How do you know she was involved directly, and not someone else in her company?” Victor 
asked. He took a sip of his wine but continued to leave his food untouched while he listened to 


Brendan’s story. 


“My source tells me that one of her ‘agents’ is her personal attendant, a fellow that goes by the 
name of Apollyon. The man works for, and some might say, is loyal only to the Baroness, and is 


not attached to the company in any way.” 


“And who is this woman, the Baroness?” 


“She’s one of the richest women in Europe. While still in her early thirties she inherited her 


father’s vast industrial empire after he was killed by a car bomb...” 


Suddenly Victor Colvin recognized the name Sonnenfinsternis — it had been his very first 
assignment! The blast had caught him off guard and very nearly killed him, as he had moved in 
to finish off the German executive personally when the car bomb took too long to detonate. The 
assassin also remembered the melancholy face of a young woman in the second floor window of 
that mansion, watching helplessly as the explosion blew her father to pieces; her face still 


haunted him on occasion. 


““.,.despite her privileged upbringing, she seems to have a knack of connecting with the common 
people,” Brendan continued, but Victor’s mind was still brooding over that fateful morning. 
“With that in mind, the German government’s appointment of her to a federal post was a forgone 
conclusion. Hey, did you hear a thing that I said?” Brendan asked, noticing Victor’s vacant 


expression. 


The assassin shook off his introspection, and said, “I still don’t understand how she fits into the 


picture?” 


“T’m suggesting that it could be her organization that is behind the thefts of the Sagalassos and 
Durrington Walls artifacts, operating of course, under her direct orders. If that is the case, then I 
believe Kristi needs someone who has been involved with these tablets from the beginning, 
someone who can interpret their meaning and Doctor Eser fits the bill. The good doctor also 
happens to be tied to you, in a not so tenuous way, if you get my meaning,” the younger man 
noted. He turned his attention to the bottle of wine in the center of the table, giving Victor Colvin 


a moment to digest the information. 


Victor’s wariness about the woman grew. Had she been harbouring a desire for vengeance and 
only now had the power and influence to set her plans in motion? Ahu Eser’s professional 
abilities may not be the only reason for her abduction; she could also be the bait that lures him 


into the open. 


“So you’re suggesting Ahu has been kidnapped in order to help this Kristi-person decipher these 


tablets and attract my attention? Okay, so what’s she like?” Victor asked. 


“Physically she’s attractive, but I hear that her personality is cold at best and dangerous at worst. 
She has strange eyes; her hazel-coloured irises having red flecks instead of brown that make her 
eyes go crimson when she is angry. It could be just a lack of melanin in the irises, or she’s a 
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demon in disguise!” the Irishman joked, but his quip fell flat. 


"Right," Brendan continued, pausing just long enough to take another sip from his glass, "as I 


was saying, she’s also rumoured to have these powers of pre-cognition or telepathy." Adel 


sniggered at the thought, and then clammed up when Brendan shot her a look. “The unofficial 


nickname for her is ‘the seer’, more derogatory than complimentary.” 


"So, hocus-pocus aside, what’s our next move - when do we get started on the doctor’s rescue 


mission?" Victor asked, turning to the Old Man for his answer. 


"You and your team leave for Moscow in a couple of days; Brendan and Adel will brief you 
tomorrow. Now eat up Victor, you're going to need all the energy you can get for this 
assignment." The Old Man got up, "If you'll excuse me, it's time I retired for the evening." He 


gave them a slight bow, turned, and left the room. 


oh 2 2 


City of Karlsruhe, southwestern Germany. 


The tiny Smart car eased its way along the curve that was the Haydenplatz road, driving north- 
west, past the Orpheus and Eurydice fountain. It continued toward one of the buildings that 
surrounded the park and then ducked into the fourth building’s private, subterranean parking- 
garage. By a push of a button, the driver opened one of a series of garage doors and the Smart 


slid inside. 


David Beneker was sitting on a bench in the little Haydenplatz Park, surrounded by mature 
chestnut trees, and watched as the Smart made its westward progress. The car’s sky-blue and 
gold colours helped it stand out from the other vehicles on the road. Once the vehicle 
disappeared into the bowels of the garage, Beneker turned his attention to the duffel bag beside 


him. 


Rummaging into the middle of the bag, Beneker double-checked the detonator of a bomb he had 
hidden inside - a modified cell phone. The duffel held tight bundles of currency, each affixed in 
the center by a paper band. The top bundles were just Euros, but the bottom most bundles hid 
enough C-4 explosive to blow a car to pieces. A smile crossed his face as he thought about the 


pyrotechnic show that he was about to unleash on his unsuspecting contact. 


oh 2 oo 


Donald Heath began the climb up five flights of stairs from the basement-parking garage to the 
top floor of the building where he had recently taken residence. On the second floor landing, he 
greeted a neighbor who was just leaving. After a few pleasantries, Heath bade ‘Auf wiedersehen’ 
(good-bye) and continued up the stairs, quickening his pace as he realized he was running 


behind. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Beneker, while awaiting Donald Heath’s phone call, filled in his time by driving a radio- 
controlled truck, with grossly over-sized tires, over the grassy common of the Haydenplatz Park. 
He had modified the toy’s wireless remote control to include not just the usual steering wheel, 
throttle lever, and small whip antenna, but also an extra attachment plugged into a port on the 


unit’s side. 


This attachment consisted of a small LED lamp that glowed green or red depending on whether 
Beneker had armed the unit. A button, when pushed, sent its deadly signal to the cell phone 
hidden in the bottom of the duffel bag. If Beneker removed the extra attachment from the 
wireless remote, it turned the main unit back into a harmless control for the toy truck - a simple 


and yet elegant way of disguising a deadly weapon. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Donald Heath unlatched the door to the tiny apartment that overlooked the Haydenplatz Park. No 


more than a bathroom and bed-sitting room, it had served as servant’s quarters in the early days 


of the twentieth century. His long stride took him the short distance from front door to the 
room’s only window and he swung it wide, letting in the cool, spring air. Dropping to his knees, 
Heath fished out a long case from under the bed, set it on a tiny nearby table, and popped the 
case’s clasps. He stuck a Bluetooth, hands-free device into his ear and pressed the send button on 
his cellphone. While waiting for the call to go through, he sat down at the table and surveyed the 


park below; seeing nothing, he turned his attention to the contents of the rifle case. 


“Hello? Heath, you ready?” Beneker asked in his light German accent. He was speaking to the 
academic through his own Bluetooth device, while his concentration remained on the little 


vehicle bouncing around the grassy expanse of the common. 


“T’m just setting up now.” Donald Heath carefully pulled out the rifle stock, magazine, silencer, 
and scope and placed all the items on the tabletop. He moved the empty case to the bed, giving 
himself more room to work. “I’ve got you sighted in my scope,” he said, taking a brief look at 


Beneker seated in the park. 


Screwing the silencer onto the M40 Laupau Mag sniper rifle, Heath pushed the five-round, 
8.6mm magazine into the base of the stock. Next, he extended the weapon’s tripod feet to 
support its front grip and snapped the NightForce scope into place on the top of the barrel. 
Smoothly drawing the bolt backward, he let it snap forward which inserted a round into the 


breach. Last, the tall Scot flicked off the rifle’s safety and was ready for action. 


As he adjusted the focus on his scope, Heath sharpened the cross hairs using Beneker’s jacket as 
his target. He re-positioned himself in the chair at the window to get more comfortable and 


remain invisible to the pedestrians below. From academic to sharpshooter, not many people aside 


from his old friend David Beneker knew about this hidden talent; today he relished helping his 


friend out. 


“T’ve got the information you’ve been looking for Dave; something that should make that creepy 
girlfriend of yours really happy.” Heath liked to needle his old university chum from time to 


time. 


“Ex-girlfriend, Don, please don’t bring up such memories now — I’ve got work to do while you 


”? 


sit comfortably up there in that apartment!” The young assassin got a smile from their banter; it 
was a needed break in tension during a serious assignment. “So you’ve got a possible Moscow 


location on Victor Colvin?” Beneker asked. “May I ask how you discovered where he is?” 


“That’s confidential I’m afraid,” Donald Heath said. Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, 
something had his attention and he rechecked the view through the rifle’s scope. “Hey, heads up 
David, you’ve got company. A dark Audi has parked just south of your position and the driver 
has pulled out an identical duffel bag to yours from his trunk. He’s walking in your direction - be 


careful!” the old friend warned. 


“Right,” replied Beneker, “any sign of another person?” 


“Not that I can see, Dave, the car’s windows are heavily tinted and no one other than the driver 


has exited the vehicle.” 


oh 8 2 


Reg Bryson approached David Beneker’s bench cautiously, noting the other man’s 
preoccupation with a toy car. He shook his head and wondered what organization would hire a 


person more interested in playing with toys than brokering important deals. 


Suddenly a sharp blow to his left ankle brought a shooting pain up his leg. Bryson, cursing, 
hopped on one foot as he massaged the injury. Looking down, he saw the toy truck back away 
and then race toward the fountain. “Hey, what’s the idea mate? That toy may be small, but it still 
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packs a punch 


“Sorry about that,” Beneker said, with just of a hint of insincerity in his voice. “Sometimes this 


little fellow becomes a bit too hard to control.” 


“Don’t you think you’ve got more important business to attend to right now?” Reg Bryson 


snapped. 


“T always try to combine a little pleasure with my work, Mr. Bryson, it makes the day so much 


more tolerable.” 


Beneker refused to look at the man as the other continued to engage him, preferring to focus on 
the little truck. Through this snub, he hoped to stretch Bryson's patience to its limit, making the 
other man want to complete the transaction quickly and give the deadly duffle bag only a cursory 


inspection before leaving. 


“What happened to my old contact?” Bryson demanded as he approached the bench. A sudden 
breeze picked up and blew open the front of his trench coat, revealing his gun inside its shoulder 


holster. 


“Things change, Mr. Bryson, my client wasn’t happy with the service from the other contact so 
now you have me.” Beneker turned, giving the other man a brief smile, and then returned his 


attention to the toy. 


Smug bastard Reg thought. He would be wise to watch out whom he crossed, or he may find 


himself at the wrong end of a gun barrel someday. 


“So, how do you want to make the trade?” Bryson asked. 


“Just drop your bag and take the one on the bench here - simple!” 


Annoyed at how nonchalant this rogue was, Bryson tried a challenge, “What if I just walk away 


with both bags, how do you propose to stop me?” 


In answer to Bryson’s question, the gravel suddenly shot upwards near his right side forcing him 
to jump. Looking down he saw the divot left by a bullet that had hit the path next to him, 
narrowly missing his leg. “You bastard - so that’s how you’re going to play this game!” growled 


the Englishman. 


“Certainly, and the next shot will be in you, mein freund (my friend), unless you play nice,” 
Beneker replied, smiling at the frustrated Bryson. He brought the truck up to his bench and 
halted it, then stood up to face him. “Now, I propose that you take your money and go. Neither 


one of us really wants to be here, so it’s best that we finish this now - yes?” 


Realizing he was outflanked, Reg Bryson grabbed the bag with the money and opened it to 
reveal a few bundles and then looked suspiciously back at Beneker and asked, “How do I know 


it’s all here?” 


“My client is very well off and the money is of no concern - why should you be cheated?” His 
gaze never wavered from Reg Bryson and it made the Englishman uneasy, what other surprises 


might this character have up his sleeve? 


Beneker continued, “I have no doubt that you have delivered what I want, so you must believe 
that I’ve given you what you want, it’s called trust. Do you trust me? Can I trust you? Or how 


about I just have you shot and I keep both bags?” 


Bryson only grunted, dropped his bag at the foot of Beneker’s bench, and hoisted the other one 
onto his shoulder; there was something reassuring about the weight of three million Euros, he 


thought. Without another word, he turned and began to trudge back to his car. 


“Oh Bryson, before you go, tell me, have you got any idea where Victor Colvin is at the 


moment?” 


Bryson stopped, stiffening at hearing his old friend’s name, a name he had not heard mentioned 


in ages. Without turning around he asked loudly, “Why, what’s he to you?” 


“Just answer the question. Do you know where Victor Colvin is or not?” 


“No idea mate. I haven’t seen him since Turkey, over two years ago - maybe he’s dead or locked 
up somewhere.” Bryson made a half turn to face the German, “If you take my advice, Beneker, 
you'll forget that name, because if you don’t, it'll give you nothing but grief!” With that Bryson 


retreated, bag on shoulder, to the safety of his car. 


Beneker’s ploy had worked and with a flourish, he flipped the toggle on the attachment to the 


truck’s remote control; seeing the LED turn green — he knew the detonator was ‘armed’. 


All of a sudden, a little boy ran up to David Beneker’s bench, “Oh! Das ist ein phantastische auto 
(Oh! That’s a fantastic car),” he cried. 


“Wills du mir helfen (Do you want to help me?)?” 


Transfixed, the youngster only nodded and gazed at the remote control in Beneker’s hand as he 


maneuvered the toy truck around the grassy common. 


“Please, push this small button - here.” The assassin pointed to the button on the attachment of 
the remote and the youngster eagerly pushed it. Immediately the toy truck was airborne, 
launched a few inches above the ground, and just as quickly it returned to earth and was buzzing 
around the park again. Meanwhile, Beneker silently began his backward countdown from 


twenty. 


While the child still laughed at the sight of the flying truck, Beneker brought it to a stop in front 


of the bench, removed the attachment from the wireless remote, and pocketed it. 


“This is for you,” he said, passing the remote to the child while the parent looked on, puzzled, 
“ein Geschenk (a gift).” He got up and gently shouldered the duffel bag with the ancient tablets, 


then waved a good bye to the excited child and his mother. 


He completed his mental countdown as he reached his Honda Gold Wing. Placing the bag 
carefully in the motorcycle’s sidecar, the air suddenly reverberated with a thunderous roar to the 
south. Looking up, Beneker saw reflected in the still vibrating windows of the nearest 
Haydenplatz building, the orange fireball and thick black smoke of an explosion rising quickly 
into the clear blue sky. The faintest flicker of a smile crossed his lips as he mounted his machine 


and roared off. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Last night a sword-light in the sky 
Flashed a swift terror on the dark... 


John Freeman: poem “Stone Trees” 


The West Bank, Israel. 


The commander of the 460th Armored Brigade stepped away from his Wolf armored vehicle, 
upon the hood of which he’d placed his map and portable computer; he needed to give his dry, 
tired eyes a break. With his squadron leaders gathered close by, he had decided to double check 
target locations, map coordinates and timing while they awaited the orders to commence their 
attack. His men, he knew, were restive - all bundles of pent-up energy waiting for an outlet that 


he wished he could give them. 


Timing was everything for the Colonel’s brigade, if they expected to neutralize and push the 
enemy back through the West Bank and into Jordan in the shortest possible time. This situation 
was a most delicate one for Israel’s parliament, the Knesset, because it could not afford, at an 
economic or diplomatic level, to wage a protracted war with its neighbours; if that happened, the 


understanding of its allies would be short-lived. 


As his armored column sat idling in the background, adding its diesel exhaust to the heavy, acrid 
air, the Colonel looked eastward toward exploding balls of flame and intermittent flashes. These 
were the telltale signs that the war had already begun - rocket and missile attacks, artillery, and 


small arms fire, though none of this overt killing was yet ‘official’. 


Units already dug in at strategic positions within the Golan Heights, West Bank and Gaza Strip 


engaged an impatient enemy, but parliament still needed to pass on its blessing and the Defense 


Minister, his orders. The rest of Israel’s military-might now sat on her borders, awaiting their cue 


to go in and permanently put an end to these recent enemy attacks. 


oh 28 2 


The European Quarter, Brussels, Belgium — some weeks earlier. 


“But Madam Chancellor, as you know the trouble you are having with your coalition 
government is cause of much consternation for the rest of the Union. Does Germany still share 


the same views and goal as the rest of Europe regarding the Israeli-Palestinian question?” 


The President of the European Council paused, took a sip of his dark beer, and glanced at the 
cool, early spring afternoon beyond the windows of the café, Gare du Petit Fours. He and the 
German Chancellor were enjoying a hasty lunch and important chat before Suzanne Kreuz’s 


address to the Council of the European Union. 


Chancellor Kreuz decided to savour another bite of her stoofvlees stew and have a sip of bitter 
black coffee before answering her companion. Carefully wiping the sides of her mouth, she 
casually glanced around the quaint little Belgian café, then back to the President of the European 
Council, Daniel de Longville; now in his second term as President. De Longville’s boyish face, 
cherubim cheeks, crinkly eyes and curious, upward flip to the front of his coiffure reminded 


Kreuz of Georges Remi’s comic book creation Tintin. 


“Chancellor, if Germany falls prey to the nationalists, then it’s open season for every other fringe 
group in every other European country to have a go at taking control away from their own 
moderate leadership,” de Longville emphasized. Kreuz could hear the subtle distress in his voice 


and knew that the European Union saw Germany as the ‘lynch-pin’ upon which the foundation 


of the Union was built — lose it and the rest of the countries would fall away from it like leaves 


from a tree in autumn. 


The Chancellor, not known to be an overtly affectionate person, saw that reassurance was 
required. She placed her neatly manicured, pudgy little hand on her companion’s sleeve, leaned 
forward, and looked de Longville directly in the eye, saying simply, “Rest assured Monsieur le 
President, Germany will do what is right for the European Union, and you may depend on that!” 
Her rimless glasses twinkled in the afternoon sunlight, matching her smile that followed the 


assurance to the minister. 


Relief spread across the face of de Longville, “I asked for this meeting with you, Madam 
Chancellor, to warn you that those on the Council will be asking some very difficult 


questions...” 


“And I shall respond directly,” she said tersely. “Germany knows where her loyalties lie and the 
majority of Germans prefer to remain in the European Union, so they would not act to jeopardize 


that relationship.” 


“May I ask why, then, that you sent your Foreign Minister, von Sonnenfinsternis, to Russia? 
There will be some probing questions about this.” The President’s brow furrowed as he brought 


up the topic. 


“Russia?” Kreuz choked out, taken aback by the question. She had left her Foreign Minister to 
look after affairs in Berlin while she herself attended these meetings in Brussels and New York. 


A quick thinking answer was required. 


oh oi 2 ok 


The West Bank, Israel — weeks later. 


The brigade commander pined for the days of peace, however uneasy they were, where the worst 
an Israeli soldier or citizen might have endured from the enemy was a rock shot from a sling. 
What had prompted this sudden and widespread escalation of deadly attacks? Israel would likely 
never know for sure, but after a small village of Israeli occupiers was obliterated by a FROG-7 


rocket landing in their midst, the Knesset had had enough. 


An appeal to the United Nations elicited nothing but verbal condemnation of the attack, so Israel 
activated its reserves, put its Defense Forces on full alert, and deployed its air force to take-out 
enemy positions identified by its EROS satellite. Syria, Lebanon, Jordan, and Egypt lodged their 
own appeal to the United Nations and then threw their armed forces into high alert. Now the 


world watched as the Middle East lay on the precipice of another war. 


oh 2 2 ok 


Not wanting to undo the political reassurance she had given to the European Council President, 
Chancellor Kreuz said, “Why yes, Russia. I asked von Sonnenfinsternis to take the pulse of the 
Russian government and its people. She is to see what Russian attitudes are about the Middle 
East and in particular, about Israel and Palestine. If they are like-minded, then we can act in 
consort with our neighbours to the east. If not, then could President Grigorivich be convinced to 
reach an accord with Europe in order to allow for a measured and peaceful resolution to the Mid- 


East problems?” 


Chancellor Kreuz sat back and nodded that she had finished her platitudes and turned her 
attention back to the now tepid stew and coffee. Her Foreign Minister was definitely going to 
have some explaining to do when they once again met in Berlin. As she feared, the German 
parliament had allowed a renegade into their midst and now this malcontent was acting against 


her own government. 


oh 2 2 


Northern Israel — a few weeks later. 


Captain Eliora ‘Eli’ Wiesel’s team from the 100th air squadron had been scrambled in the middle 
of the night and now found themselves flying into enemy territory under radio silence. On all of 
Israel’s borders, the air force was making late night sorties against targets identified by Israel’s 


spy satellite EROS. 


Following the coordinates given by EROS, her F16 team swept deeply into Lebanese territory, 
their objective - blow up a SCUD missile site. Coming in low to evade the Lebanese radar, Eli’s 
fighters encountered flak from ground positions that made last minute visual contact with her 
planes. Fortunately, the team’s speed and the poor timing of the anti-aircraft guns helped her 
pilots avoid the enemy fire. Now within a few kilometers of their goal, the fighters’ target 


acquisition systems activated and the planes began their well-rehearsed maneuver. 


Moving into a flying ‘V’ formation, they came to within sight of the target. Each fighter then 
launched its compliment of laser-guided, penetration bombs. As these acquired the SCUD site, 
Eli led her team out of the attack and they re-crossed the dangerous, southern Lebanese 


countryside; the successfully obliterated remains of the missile site lay in their wake. 


oh 28 28 


The United Nations, New York City, New York, U.S.A. — some weeks earlier. 


Senator Jim McCreasey, a good ‘ol Republican boy from Montgomery Alabama, sat as a special 
representative of the American President in the United Nations Assembly Hall; UN 


representatives and their aides packed the standing-room-only hall. 


Turning in his seat, he faced a pretty, blonde, twenty-something aide in a spic-and-span banker’s 
skirt and blouse, “Honey, would you be a doll and get this old man some water. Lord knows, my 


throat feels as dry as a desert.” 


Watching her weave her way past delegates from other countries, he thought to himself, “now 
that’s a good girl,’ and became entranced with the hypnotic movement of her bottom in its fitted 
blue skirt. “She can’t make coffee worth shit,” the Senator mumbled, “but that pretty young thing 


sure is easy on these old eyes.” 


“Sir, you said something?” a woman’s voice chirped in his ear. He had forgotten to turn off the 
microphone on the cord of his earpiece and the translator appointed to the American delegation 


thought he was speaking to her. 


“Oh...nothing sweetie, just talking to myself,” he stammered and turned off the mike while 


absently playing with his earpiece. 


“Senator McCreasey?” A young man stood beside the middle of the three chairs and held out his 


hand to the Senator. 


Looking up from his seat, the older man said, “I don’t believe I know you, son!” Then turned to 
accept the glass of water from his aide and nodded his thanks; she sat down, re-inserted her 


earpiece, and took up a pad and pen. 


“Agent Andrew Goodehue, Central Intelligence Agency,” the young man replied, gripping the 
Senator’s hand with gusto. “It’s nice to finally meet you Senator. Your reputation certainly 


precedes you!” 


“T don’t know if I like the sound of that young man.” The Senator took his hand back and eyed 
the young agent. Thinning, dirty blonde hair, tired eyes, and a cheap suit all shouted Agency 
man, even to the dumbest of diplomats. “C.I.A. - what the hell are you doing here, aren’t you a 


little outta’ your league, son?” 


Goodehue’s fresh face broke into a smile as he recognized what he thought was the Senator’s 


trademark, dry humour, “I’m here by special request of the agency, Sir.” 


“Whatever for, what do you people know about politics?” 


“Certainly not as much as you do, Senator, your career is a case study at Langley’s Academy. 


I’m one of the agency’s liaison personnel, not a field agent.” 


The Senator’s opinion of the younger man dropped further as he heard that the agent was merely 


a ‘pencil pusher.’ 


“You mean they don’t trust you with a gun, sonny?” he chided. 


Unfazed, Goodehue quickly explained his family’s own background in politics, grandfather in 
Roosevelt’s administration, father battling Senator McCarthy, etcetera. Then he recognized his 
own chance to practice globally, behind the scenes, when the Central Intelligence Agency called 
after he graduated with honours from Yale in Political Science. Working his way up the agency’s 


ladder, he now headed their Foreign Affairs Department. 


“T’ve been asked to assess what the less friendly nations might do if things go sour over the 
Middle East, and what counter measures may have to be taken by us as a consequence of this 


problem.” 


“God help the Agency!” McCreasey chuckled. “Son, if there’s any talkin’ to be done by our 


delegation, then you let me do it — you understand me?” 


“Absolutely, Sir, ’'ve waited a long time to personally see you in action. My lips are sealed.” 


“Good, then we’ll get along just fine — watch and learn, son. My heavens, I think they’re about to 
start!” 
ses oes 

Chancellor Suzanne Kreuz mounted the raised, black marble lectern to the polite applause of the 
assembled United Nations delegates. She paused, allowing the UN Secretary General to return to 
his seat behind her on the raised, green marble dais, and deftly adjusted her rimless glasses. Her 
light brown hair, conservatively cut, framed her oval face, and fell just above her shoulders. 
Kreuz’s makeup, understated as it was, befitted the sombre occasion of this special United 
Nations meeting; there would be some tough negotiating to endure, through what would likely be 


a very long day. 


Taking a last look around the Assembly Hall and unconsciously adjusting her tweed jacket for a 
second time, she began in German, “Thank you, Mr. Secretary General. My fellow delegates, our 
world hangs at the edge of a precipice that, if we choose to jump, will lead to our swift and 


assured annihilation.” She paused for affect. 


“There are concerns about the Israel-Palestinian question that I know us Western nations share 
with our friends in the East. I understand the anger and frustration felt by those neighbours of 
Israel and Palestine, as they continue to endure needless bloodshed every day, bloodshed that 


also destabilizes their borders and continues to place their own populations in harm’s way. 


“We in the West believe, as we know our friends in the East do too, in the necessity of crafting a 
final, binding solution to this problem. I also know that the majority of delegates in this room, 
representing the wider beliefs of their fellow citizens back home, feel that, religion aside, human 


killing human to attain material hegemony is unconscionable.” 


Kreuz paused again, and sipped from a glass on the lectern. Replacing the glass, she stepped up 


to the microphone again and rested her hands lightly on the either side of the podium's surface. 


She felt reassured as she quickly scanned the room to find many heads nodding in agreement 


with her last remarks. 


Quietly clearing her throat, she continued, “Whether you are Jew, Christian or a follower of 
Islam, you have an inalienable right to freedom from persecution.” Grumbling erupted from the 


predominantly Muslim side of the Assembly Hall — Kreuz ignored it and carried on. 


“Some of your governments believe that the time for talk has passed; that compromise is 
unattainable - I beg to differ!” Kreuz emphasized this last statement by pounding a chubby fist 
on the top of the lectern. “To stop talking now, to refuse to negotiate and reach an acceptable 
compromise, will condemn millions of people in the Middle East and elsewhere to death, and for 


what...just to push Israel out of Asia? 


“T don’t believe that any countries represented here today, who have taken the time to sit and 
listen to my appeal, would wish to pass such a death sentence onto these people; a sentence that 
would not only affect its neighbours, but millions of its own people. War, ultimately, does not 
discriminate between ‘good guy’ and ‘bad guy,’ between those labelled ‘in the right’ and those 
‘in the wrong,’ war takes its victims in bulk and from a good helping of both sides.” Once again, 
Kreuz paused to judge her speech’s effect and, disappointingly, found it mixed at best; yet she 


had realistically expected nothing more than this. 


Straightening her back, gripping the lectern, she launched into the final leg of her speech, “I beg 
all nations here present to reconsider any hasty call to action. Stand down your armies! To our 
brothers and sisters in the East, come back to the bargaining table and help us in the West to 
settle this Israeli and Palestinian issue for good. To our friends in Israel and Palestine, countries 
that have tragically seen more than their fair share of blood and pain, help us by moderating your 
demands. Meet each other halfway and help create two, strong and peaceful, co-existent nations 
standing shoulder to shoulder under the flag of peace that is the United Nations.” 
seats akeok 
As Kreuz stepped off the lectern, the room again erupted into applause, though it was least 


enthusiastic from the representatives of the Middle East. 


“Darn she’s good,” the young agent enthused, “even in translation.” 


“Tt’ll never happen, son,” McCreasey quipped, leaning toward Goodehue and talking quietly out 


of the side of his mouth. For comfort sake, he temporarily removed his earpiece. 


“What’ll never happen, Senator?” 


“This whole ‘love-in’ between East and West; they’re tired of talk in the Middle East! We in our 
comfortable Western countries keep coming up to negotiate weak-kneed treaties and rarely 
pressure Israel to make concessions.” The Senator sat back in his chair and intertwined his 
thumbs into his suspenders as he kicked out and crossed his legs. He waited for the UN Secretary 
General to introduce the next speaker — the real draw for today’s crowd was the ‘Black Prince’, 


Sheikh Badr Bahadur Abd-al-Aziz. 


“Yup,” McCreasey continued, “we’re seen as slippery as snakes when negotiating. In their eyes, 
we can no longer be trusted to have the people of Palestine’s best interests at heart.” The Senator 
leaned in toward the young man’s right ear and said in a whisper, “I really don’t blame them for 
wanting to go to war, son. If I'd have had to put up with the West’s shiftiness, I would have tried 


to flatten Israel years ago!” 


oh 2 2 ok 


The West Bank, Israel — weeks later. 


The ground shook under the armored brigade as a rocket exploded only a few hundred meters 
from the waiting men; flame and shrapnel scattered in all directions, forcing the crews to dive 
behind their tanks for cover. Israel’s anti-missile system was good but not foolproof, and the 
Colonel’s men now realized that the enemy had just found another hole in Iron Dome’s missile 


shield. 


As the Lieutenant Colonel approached his commander to consult on something, the latter held up 
his hand and inclined his head, trying to block out the battlefield noise and catch the faint 
message coming through his headset. Unconsciously nodding his understanding, he repeated the 
message back to Israel’s Central Command via his helmet mike and then turned to his 


subordinate, “It’s time my friend. Operation Sword of Light is a go.” 


A look of relief spread across his subordinate’s face, “I'll pass the message on to the tank crews. 


They’ ll await your command.” 


“That’s fine.” The commander nodded and watched as the younger man walked off to notify the 
tank crew leaders. Tonight they would sweep a path eastward, preparing the way for the Golani 
Brigade to follow. Now night had come and by the flickering light of the battlefield, the Colonel 
mounted his Wolf armored car and prepared to move his column out. 

seakeakokeok 
The polite applause evaporated as Kreuz regained her chair, to the front and right of the raised 
dais. The UN Secretary General revisited the lectern and began a short preamble as a way of 


introducing the next guest speaker; the Hall fell into silence as anticipation settled in the air. 


The audience, an international array of delegates, guests and media, attempted to guess how far 
the Sheikh might go with his speech. This man spoke plainly, so there was no doubt that 
whatever he said, would enflame the situation, making negotiations with the Arabs even more 


difficult. 


“Jim...Jim McCreasey!?” came a hoarse whisper close to Andrew Goodehue’s left ear, “Well 
Ill be, how long has it been since you’ve been within these four walls?” Goodehue leaned back 
in his chair as a shiny pated, rather pasty looking man in an impeccably tailored charcoal suit, 
garish tie and expensive cologne leaned across the American delegations’ desk with hand 


outstretched for Senator Jim McCreasey to shake. 


“Where the hell have you been Frank, you missed Kreuz’ speech,” McCreasey replied in a loud 


whisper as the UN Secretary General’s introduction continued on stage. 


Their handshake complete, Special United States Envoy to the United Nations, Frank Stevens, 
sat down in the last available seat at the aisle, thus sandwiching Goodehue between the two 
powerful, government men. “Traffic is hell in New York! I talked with Chancellor Kreuz the 
night before last, just after she got into the country,” he whispered loudly. Stevens was leaning in 
low and toward McCreasey, invading Goodehue’s desk space and comfort zone - not even 


acknowledging the young agent’s presence. 


“The Germans are on side with our way of thinking regarding the Middle East, no need to 
worry,” Stevens continued. “So who’s the young fellow here?” he asked, unexpectedly turning to 


face Goodehue and hovering uncomfortably close to the younger man’s nose. 


“C.LA. — Frank Stevens meet Andrew Goodehue, Goodehue — Stevens, Special Envoy etcetera, 
etcetera. Now shut-up guys, the show’s about to start,” the Senator hissed. 
seskeakokeok 

At the sound of hearty applause, mostly from the Muslim dominated side of the UN Assembly 
Hall, the three Americans looked up and saw the cloaked figure of Sheikh Badr Bahadur Abd-al- 
Aziz moving effortlessly toward the black marble lectern in the middle of the stage, more gliding 
than walking. While the spot lamps shone down upon the dark figure, his clothes glistened, 
revealing the generous use of silk in the weave of his floor-length shirt and striped head cloth. 
Even his tawny, camelhair cloak had a sheen that revealed the high quality of the garment. His 
native dress combined with his deportment on the stage helped the world remember why this 


man’s wealth, status, and power made him a political force in Asia. 


Aziz took a few moments and looked around the Assembly Hall to ascertain the attention of his 
audience — had he wasted his time coming here, he wondered. Would the Western delegates be 
able to take an unbiased account of his plea to them, back to their leaders? Did the West really 


want to prevent a war in the Middle East, or did they hope to pick at the desecrated carcass of his 


land like some marauding vultures? His high, aquiline nose pitched upward, into the air, as if 


trying to smell the fear that might be in the hearts of the delegates. 


“Misters Secretary General and President of the Assembly,” Aziz began in impeccable English, 
“Honorable delegates from around the world and my fellow countrymen, I bid you greetings, 
may Allah abide with you and keep you safe.” Mumbled replies came from some quarters of the 


Hall. 


“T thank you for allowing me to come and speak about a very serious catastrophe that is about to 
befall my part of the world if we, as an organization, the United Nations, cannot take the proper, 
corrective action to prevent it. Today, as every day, I will avoid the use of obfuscation, leaving 


this form of talk for weaker men. 


“T have listened to my esteemed colleague, the Chancellor of Germany...” Kreuz inwardly 
grimaced as she thought of herself lumped into the same company as this man, but smiled 
pleasantly in his direction as he nodded politely to her, “a woman of great courage and 
resourcefulness - a leader who will continue to take Germany and the rest of Europe to new 


heights of greatness, of that I am sure. 


“But, I am sorry to say, her perceptions of the East are misguided, if not altogether wrong; 
coloured no doubt by undue influence from America’s foreign policy. Where the West speaks of 
negotiating “peace and prosperity’ for all, they starve my people in the Middle East, inciting 
violence in the process through their sanctions and embargos. Where they speak of 
‘compromise’, they secretly negotiate deals favouring the party that will benefit them the most. 
Moreover, and most importantly, where they speak of ‘reigning in the injustices’ committed by 
Israel against her neighbours, the West ultimately fails to follow their tough talk with tough 


discipline; so Israel is allowed to continue its reign of terror, unabated. 


“T agree with the Chancellor when she says that the time for talk is over. Tensions in the Arab 
countries have reached a peak and relief has to come or war will be the inevitable result — a war 


that will surely involve Israel and her allies! The Arab League is unilaterally prepared to take 


action and resolve the issue that is throwing our part of the world into chaos, but we prefer to 
work with the blessing of our allies in the West. Today, I appeal for the last time to the 
Honourable Members of the United Nations, to come to their senses and vote for a definitive 
policy that will truly bring a lasting peace to my world. If we do not do it here, today, then at a 
special meeting of the Arab League, ten days from now, a decision will be made; a decision that 


will heavily favour the Middle East. Thank you.” 


As Badr Bahadur Abd-al-Aziz stepped off the lectern, the room erupted into a low, deep rumble 
of voices. The Sheikh bowed to Chancellor Kreuz in a last show of respect, and then to the three 
United Nations dignitaries seated at the raised, green marble dais behind the lectern, then he 
returned to his chair at the opposite side of the stage from the Chancellor. 
seateakokeok 

“Excuse me gentlemen,” the Senator said as he stepped out of his seat and squeezed passed 
Goodehue and Stevens, “I’ve got a call to make.” Then turning to his young assistant, herself 
now rising from her chair, he said, “Come on doll, you and I have a plane to catch!” The two 


were away in a flurry of business attire before the other men realized what had happened. 


The United Nations Assembly Hall lay in stunned silence. Even the Eastern delegations had not 
expected such an immediate challenge to come from one of their own compatriots. However, 
with the issuance of the final ultimatum came a general sense of relief among the Arab delegates. 
The rest of the day’s negotiations would certainly be prickly; of this, all the UN participants were 
sure. 
seskeakokeok 

McCreasey put in ‘the call’ as he settled into the comfort of the toasty limousine; his assistant 
taking a seat directly opposite him. Pulling away from the curb in front of the United Nations 
building in New York City, the driver pointed the vehicle in the direction of John F. Kennedy 
Airport. 


“Mister President...Senator Jim McCreasey here, I’m calling you from the privacy of the limo... 


“Yes... just finished up now and I tell you, it scared the hell outta’ this good old Southern 
boy... 


“No, Sir! I’m not given to panic easily, but Mister President, you may as well scramble the 
Goddamned F16’s and mobilize the Mediterranean fleet ‘cause I sure as hell think this country’s 


on the brink of another world war... 


“Well, I’m headed to Kennedy airport now and should be at the White House by dinner time — 
I'll brief you then. My assistant...” He glanced across at the pretty, blonde-haired woman in her 
tight, white blouse and short blue skirt. Looking up from her computer, she caught him ogling 


her, and blushing, flashed him a demure smile. 


Winking in return, the Senator continued, “My assistant is uploading the speeches of the 
Chancellor and the Arab now and we’ll send them on to you — pay special attention to what Aziz 


says! I will give you a better idea of my impressions when we meet... 

“T appreciate your gratitude, Mister President, but I’m just doin’ the job you hired me to do... 
“Oh, and Mister President, just before I let you go, that Sheikh, Aziz, he scares the hell out of 
me, Sir. My family comes from deeply Christian roots, as you know, and my maternal 
grandmother, God rest her soul, would say that that man has the devil in him — and I would have 
to agree with her! 


“Yes, Sir, Mister President, thank you too. I'll see you shortly.” 


As the Senator hung up the phone, he turned his attention to the pretty, young thing in front of 


him...oh was she easy on an old man’s eyes! 


CHAPTER TEN 


“Follow a shadow, it still flies you, 
Seem to fly it, it will pursue. 

So court a mistress, she denies you; 

Let her alone, she will court you...” 


Ben Jonson: song, “That Women are but Men’s Shadows” 


Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania, Germany - just north of Berlin. 


“After declaring a state of emergency and mobilizing its military forces last week, Israel has 
confirmed that it has begun operations on all of its borders in an effort to eradicate the attacks 


on its citizens. 


“While Europe, Russia and the non-aligned, Arab countries plead for patience and more 
negotiations, Israel’s Prime Minister, Isaac Karmann, has said the time for talk has passed. 


Deutscha Wella’s correspondent Robert Sokovenski is in Jerusalem with a full report.” 


“Thank you Sonya. Last night Israel launched what it called “Operation Sword of Light”. This 
is an effort by the military to push Israel’s enemies away from its borders and crush their combat 


capabilities. 


“During this year alone, over three-hundred Israelis have lost their lives in rocket attacks and 


suicide bombings. On the other side, thousands of Arabs have died in Israel’s retaliatory attacks. 


Israel hopes that through this operation it can permanently put a stop to these wonton terrorist 


J 


attacks on her borders - back to you Sonya.’ 


“Robert, it’s said that the United States and Canada are the only two countries in the United 
Nations who are sympathetic toward Israeli actions. Could this be due to recent, heightened 


attacks on coalition troops in Iraq and Afghanistan?” 


“No doubt about it, Sonya. Last month’s special United Nations General Assembly meeting 
showed just how much the world is still in diplomatic deadlock. Arab extremists still push for full 
recognition of a Palestinian State, while the moderates want Palestine as a non-voting member 
of the UN. As long as Canada and the United States stand against Palestinian recognition in any 
form in the United Nations, and their allies, like Europe, waver on this issue, then they will be 


targets of extremist anger. 


“At this point, word on the street has it that it doesn’t matter how many UN member states stand 
behind Israel, there will be an increased military build-up anyway, courtesy of those Arab states 
fed-up with Western foreign policy interference in Middle Eastern affairs. Appropriate 
diplomatic pressure and sanctions have to be applied to curtail Israel’s aggressive military 
actions and the Palestinian issue has to be finalized or the world will face the much thornier 


problem of all-out war - back to you, Sonya.” 


“Thank you Robert, now on to local news. Demonstrations have broken out again today in Bonn 
and Berlin, with protestors calling for the ousting of Chancellor Kreuz’s government. It seems 
that the population is becoming increasing disillusioned with the moderate policies of the 
Federal Government and are calling on the coalition partners to force a non-confidence vote in 


parliament. 


“The European Parliament, meanwhile, has called on Chancellor Kreuz to account for her 


J 


government’s crumbling coalition...’ 


Donald Heath switched off the television in the drawing room of the von Sonnenfinsternis’ 
ancestral home and stood as the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis entered. He nodded in greeting 


and she returned it with a smile. 


“Well Professor Heath, it seems that events in Europe and the Middle East are beginning to 


unfold as I’d hoped.” 


Dressed in a smart, pin-stripe pants suit and with her fur coat over her arm, she sat on a sofa 
opposite him knowing her visit with him would be brief. Kristi had ordered that her private jet, at 
Berlin’s Tempelhof Airport, be fueled and ready to go at a moment's notice, since she was due in 


Moscow that evening. 


“T don’t understand, Baroness.” 


“Kristi, please Donald. You are a good friend of David’s and therefore of mine. I feel that I can 
trust you.” As their eyes met, Heath felt the full weight of his association with her bear down on 
him. Helping her steal archaeological artifacts was one thing, but kidnapping Doctor Eser was 
something else entirely. What else might she ask? Was this woman capable of something worse 


than kidnapping? 


“Consider you and your lovely wife valued guests in my home for the duration of your stay,” 


Kristi continued. 


"Thank you," Heath replied unenthusiastically. "Why is this developing political chaos good for 


your interests?" 


"Whoever can quell this rising tide of unrest in the Middle East will win political and economic 
credence here at home and ultimately, I believe, the leadership of the European Union." Her 
confidence was overwhelming. Donald Heath wondered whether she really believed that she 


could rally this much power and influence. 


Smiling broadly at him, Kristi detected Heath's scepticism, "You don't believe me? You think 
that I'm either overly ambitious or just crazy?" To Heath, that thought had crossed his mind but 
he dare not say it aloud. In reply, he only shrugged, got off the couch and put a comfortable 


distance between the woman and himself. 


Kristi pouted with his retreat, but continued her clarification, "You see, Donald, the person with 
the appropriate inducements can bring these warring parties to the table, stabilize the Middle 
East, and ultimately control its oil. That same person will then wield incredible influence and 
power in Europe and I intend on becoming that person. If you don't believe me, well, you're 


perfectly positioned to watch me achieve this." 


I am working for a megalomaniac, Heath quietly noted to himself as he listened to her 
monologue. Suddenly the large, drawing room doors opened to admit two dark-haired women 
from the mansion’s foyer beyond. The one short, with black curly hair, bright features and 
energetic movements; this was Heather Heath. The other woman, about a head taller, with 
straight, shoulder-length black hair, olive complexion and dark, almond-shaped eyes was Doctor 


Ahu Eser. 


Still mildly under the effects of the anesthetic that had knocked her out in Toronto, and her 
condition exacerbated by jet lag from her flight to Germany, Ahu felt drained of energy and 
ambition. Thoughts of her son, left alone in Toronto, kept her mind overwhelmed with anxiety. 
Her only comfort was in knowing that her friends would ensure Mert’s safety once they 


discovered that she was missing. 


"Mrs. Heath - may I call you Heather?" Heath's wife nodded her consent. "Thank you so much 
for attending to our guest. I'm afraid this government post has kept me busier than I care to 


admit." Kristi's exaggerated hospitality oozed insincerity and shone in her devilish eyes. 


"That's fine, Baroness, we two get along well together," Heather Heath replied, glancing in Ahu's 
direction. Ahu returned a withering look - she may be tired but she was not stupid. Whoever had 


ordered her kidnapping, Ahu knew that the Heaths had been involved in its execution. 


"Please, call me Kristi." 


"Where am I?" demanded Ahu. "Why have I been taken?" Ahu appealed first to the Heaths, then 
to Kristi. 


"I'm sorry Doctor, where are my manners," Kristi replied. She advanced toward Ahu with hand 


extended. "I'm Kristiana, Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis - Kristi to my friends." 


"Then you'll forgive me for not calling you Kristi!" Ahu fired back sourly ignoring the woman's 


hand. 


Without missing a beat, Kristi lowered her hand and kept her tone cordial, "Suit yourself, 
Doctor, but I hope, despite the unorthodox way in which I've brought you to my home, that you 


will still consider yourself a guest and make yourself as comfortable as possible." 


Ahu's temper flared as she slapped the unsuspecting Kristi across her face, "So it was you who 
ordered my kidnapping?" Ahu growled. She felt caged - an animal trapped and looking to 


pounce. 


Her dark eyes locked onto Kristi's now crimson pupils, and the Baroness felt the academic’s 
anger. The indignity of this slap brought the baroness' blood to a boil, but with a visible effort, 


she restrained herself and moved beyond Ahu's striking range. 


"Donald and I were having a nice chat," Kristi continued, "and I'm looking forward to the two of 


you working together to translate my cuneiform tablets." Ahu shot a perturbed look in Donald 


Heath's direction as he stood in the middle of the room; he returned only a weak semblance of a 


smile in her direction. 


"What tablets are you talking about?" asked Ahu as she returned her attention to her captor. 


"Why the Sagalassos and Durrington Walls caches; I suspect that you must have been aching to 
have a look at the whole collection, especially after the Sagalassos horde was taken so quickly 


from your possession? Here is your chance!" 


Kristi moved with a cat-like grace to where Donald Heath stood and looped her arm into his. 


Heather gave her husband a questioning glance; one that he deliberately avoided returning. 


"Now I'm sure that it won't take the two of you long to have them translated. I know, Doctor, that 
you have been privy to research that has been ongoing since the Sagalassos tablets were 
photographed. You also have my considerable resources at your disposal, so I expect a timely 


finish." 


"And what happens if I refuse to cooperate? What if I try to escape?" 


"Then, my dear Doctor, I will have you shot! Consider yourself under...what is it the Americans 
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like to say? Ah! Consider yourself under ‘house arrest.’" Kristi's gaze was blistering, with all 


sign of hospitality gone from them. A sense of dread formed in the pit of Ahu’s stomach. 


Suddenly, David Beneker strode in through the open doors of the drawing room, temporarily 
helping to relieve the tension hanging in the air. He acknowledged the Heaths with a nod and 


approached Kristi. 


"David! How's everything at your end?" Kristi asked, the coppery glow from her eyes abating. 


"All is in order and on schedule; I leave for Moscow tonight. My contacts tell me that Colvin is 
already there." At Beneker's mention of the assassin’s name, Ahu audibly sucked in her breath, 


drawing attention her way. 


"Ah! That's right Doctor, I'd forgotten that you and Mr. Victor Colvin had, or still have some 
type of relationship..." Kristi mocked, as she now gave the archaeologist a patronizing look. "I'm 
sending my friend David to deliver a very special message to Victor from me - perhaps he can 


include something from you too?" 


Ahu ignored the taunt and only continued to glare at the younger woman. It had been a long time 
since her tragic afternoon shooting in the café, where Victor could only watch - helpless to stop 
it. Yet her feelings for him remained ambivalent. She was happy to hear that he was still alive; 
might there be a chance to see him again? Yet, what she had endured because of him, strained 


her desire to forgive. 


Turning her attention back to Beneker, Kristi said, "David, why don't you and I have dinner 


tonight in Moscow? You can fly with me in comfort." 


"You know I have other plans," he replied curtly. 


“Change them!” 


“Sorry, not possible.” 


"Well, fine, do as you wish," she said, feigning indifference. 


"I will contact you when the job is complete,” was all Beneker said as he turned and strode out 


of the room. 
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Hotel Excelsior Hilton, Moscow, Russia — a few nights later. 


“Spasiba...Dobryi vyechi (Thank you...good evening),” O’ Bryan said as he accepted the beers 
from room service and closed the door behind him. “Cheers mate!” Brendan added, passing 


Victor a bottle. 


The men were dressed for a night on the town and a chance to insert one of their own into a 
group of suspects whom they were tracking; this, in order to glean needed information about 


Doctor Ahu Eser’s whereabouts. 


“How reliable is your source of information, Brendan? I’m not too comfortable with this idea of 


hanging Adel out as bait.” 


“Oh, I’m sure she’ll be touched by your concern Victor, especially considering how well you 
two got along during your training time together,” O’Bryan replied dryly, still staring at the 


television screen. 


“Adel can look after herself,” the younger man continued. Smirking at a new thought, he turned 


to Victor and said, “Frankly, I worry about the Russian President’s safety when she’s involved.” 


With his tailored, royal blue, three-button silk jacket draped over a nearby chair, Brendan 
O’Bryan lounged on the bed dressed in silk shirt, pleated trousers, and black loafers without 
socks. Victor’s outfit contrasted sharply with O’Bryan’s modern apparel. He wore a cotton shirt, 
tie, double-breasted jacket, dark slacks, and black oxfords, polished to an impeccable shine. Both 


men awaited the arrival of the two women that would be the stars of tonight’s adventure. 


Looking at his partner, O’Bryan shook his head as he sized up the older man in the dim light of 


the table lamp, “T tell you friend, you’re making a mistake dressing like that.” 


“What? Why, what’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” Victor asked, as he placed his Glock 


handgun carefully on the side table. 


“First, mate, we’re headed to the most exclusive night club in Moscow and nobody, and I mean 


nobody, not even Sergei dresses like ‘a suit? when he comes to this place.” 


“As I understand it,” Victor countered, “business deals are done in places like these all the time; 


therefore, it seems to be a place where businessmen would fit in just fine.” 
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“Tt doesn’t mean they dress like they’re from Wall Street!” the younger man said with a note of 


frustration in his tone. “You can always tell the foreigners because of their jacket and tie.” 


“Okay, so I won’t wear the tie — anything else I should know before we leave?” 


“Yea — your gun stays here. If the bouncers of the club catch you with a piece, they’ ll feed you to 


the police so quickly it will make your head spin. We can’t afford that kind of attention tonight.” 


“So,” Victor conceded, “if we run into trouble, we’re left with the old school way of settling 


disputes.” 


“If you mean bare knuckles, then yes. I heard that at one time you could lay down a good beating 
with those fists of yours, any doubts about your abilities now?” O’Bryan chided, as he flashed 


his mischievous grin at Victor. 


“No, no doubts. Care to give it a go with me right now?” 


“Na mate, I’ve wrinkled this get up of mine enough — Adel’s going to kill me when she sees 


me,” O’Bryan remarked, just as a gentle knock came from the door. 


“Ah, that’s got to be her now!” The young Irishman got up, and walked over to answer it. Victor 


laid his right hand lightly on the handgun — just in case. 


“Well, don’t you look sexy?” Adel purred as she pranced past O’ Bryan, leaving him in a cloud 


of strong perfume. 


“T’m just trying to make an impression baby.” 


“Oh you have my love, you have - but those creases! Didn’t I warn you about avoiding 


wrinkles?” She turned toward him, attempting to smooth out some of them on his shirtfront. 


“If it weren’t for this business tonight, ’'d be after you for pleasure and we’d paint this gaud- 
awful town a rainbow of colours,” she continued. Moving in closer to O’Bryan while ignoring 


Victor completely, she let her lips caress the Irishman’s with the utmost gentleness. 


Victor sat passively watching this intimate exchange and wondered to himself why he could not 
just run the assignment his way? Who were these people? “Are you sure you’re up to this job 


tonight Adel?” he asked as he watched O’Bryan push the woman away. 


Without missing a beat, she turned around and glared at the older man as he continued to sit 
quietly in the semi-darkness. “Why Mr. Colvin, I have no doubts about my abilities. One of my 
favourite pursuits is hunting the Great Russian Bear and tonight I’m going to bag the biggest in 
the country!” She broke into a brief fit of laughter and then remarked pointedly, “Just make sure, 
Mr. Colvin, that when I deliver the information, that you finish the job and find your precious 


lady archaeologist.” 


Turning to Brendan O’Bryan, she said, “As you know Irish, I have very little faith in you men 
when it comes to completing difficult assignments, especially those in love, like our Mr. Colvin.” 


Again, she laughed at her own remark, and Victor noted the derision in her tone. 


A knock came at the door and a tense few seconds before the voice of friend and co-conspirator, 
Sophia, came from the hallway. In a flurry of fur and heels, Adel pulled it open, turned to face 
O’Bryan and said, “Wish me luck Irish — this catch is for you!” She winked, blew him a kiss, and 
was gone as quickly as she had appeared. O'Bryan's flushed face and quick breathing reassured 
Victor that there would be no trouble with Adel’s feminine attraction tonight. Maybe the Russian 


President was in trouble after all! 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


“Four things greater than all things are, 
Women and Horses and Power and War.” 


Rudyard Kipling: “The Ballad of the Kings Jest” 


Central Moscow — evening. 


A lone figure pulled his dark blue and silver Honda Gold Wing up to the curb across the street 
from the Hotel Excelsior’s entrance. In black helmet and dark motorcycle leathers, the young 


assassin blended nicely with the growing pools of shadow as dusk began to fall in Moscow. 


Though this evening was just a routine surveillance, David Beneker took no chances. His 
compact Heckler and Koch, MP5K machine gun was nestled securely within easy reach, just 
inside the front cowl of his Honda. The double-edged blade of his Gerber Mark II lay in a special 
pocket inside his right boot while a .357 magnum Sig-Sauer rested in a holster, tucked into the 
small of his back. To be without protection left Beneker with knots in his stomach and he did not 


fancy that feeling. 


Settling in to note the comings and goings at the hotel’s entrance he watched as a sleek, Lincoln 
limousine slid up to the curb and its driver got out, and then opened one of the vehicle’s rear 
doors; two women left the hotel, making for the cover of the car’s warm interior. Quickly 
flipping his helmet’s visor up, Beneker scanned the women’s faces with a monocular sight — he 


realized that neither were a person of interest to him. 


It was only a short time later that the young assassin felt his pulse race as he confirmed that his 
target, Victor Colvin, was leaving the hotel with an unidentified man. Who was that other man, 


Beneker wondered? Both men wore stylish overcoats and were bareheaded. Colvin’s companion 


passed the parking valet a ticket and within a few more minutes, another attendant had his car 
idling at the curb. As the two entered their vehicle, Beneker pocketed his monocular sight, 


flipped down his helmet’s visor, and started the motorcycle — it was show time. 
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The Bugatti Veyron coupe swept up to the curb of the hotel’s long drive with the grace and 
beauty of a ballet dancer; its deep ruby-metallic paint gleaming under the canopy’s overhead 
lamps. Employees and guests slowed their pace to admire the car’s smooth lines and gentle oval 
shape with its classic Bugatti stub-nose and grill. Those who knew the car wondered what it was 
like to unleash the vehicle’s 1001 horses. Where on earth, other than a racetrack, would someone 


be able to experience the full potential of this beast? 


Beaming, the young valet exiting the vehicle and gave the keys to its owner. 


““Spasiba (thank you),” the Irishman said and tipped the fellow generously. 


“Nyet, Bal’shoye spasiba (No, thank you very much),” the valet replied, still thrilled with his 


short ride in the car; he strode over to his coworkers to boast about what he had experienced. 


“What the hell is this?” Victor Colvin asked O’Bryan over the roof of the Bugatti. 


“Feys kontrol,” the younger man replied smiling, then ducked into the driver’s seat. 


“What the hell is ‘feys kontrol’?” Victor demanded, as he tried to settle comfortably into the 


vehicle’s low-slung, leather passenger seat. 


“Feys kontrol, or ‘face-control’ in English, is what most of the exclusive nightclubs practice to 
keep out the riff-raff and undesirables. Even the illusion of having wealth and fame will open 
doors in Moscow that are closed to ninety percent of the rest of Russia’s people; this is our key 
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to one of those doors 


O’Bryan pulled away from the curb and then pushed his way into the evening traffic, leaving an 
admiring crowd of onlookers behind at the hotel. “Besides that, it’s also fun to drive, even in 


heavy city traffic.” 


Victor only grunted and the younger man continued, “It also helps to have the nightclub’s 
gorillas paid off by my people ahead of time; a bit of double insurance to get us through the door 
to the most exclusive club in Moscow. You see Victor; you are in my territory now so you’ll just 
have to trust in my years of experience and list of contacts to get us successfully through this 
assignment.” O’Bryan looked over and gave Victor a rueful smile, then turned his attention back 


to the traffic. 


“‘What’s so special about this nightclub?” Victor felt the car’s power pull him into the back of his 


seat. 


“Tt’s not just any nightclub, it’s the Elysium, and access is by invitation only. It’s an ultra- 
exclusive and cocaine addled collection of elite bureaucrats, wealthy industrialists, Russian 
mobsters, corrupt politicians and high-priced call-girls.” The Irishman looked over at Victor and 
grinned, “This nightclub is also the only place where Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich feels 


totally free to pursue his after-hours activities with lovely women.” 


“The Russian President frequents this club? Is this really the person we’re after tonight?” 


“Yes, that’s Adel’s great Russian bear,” the young man confirmed. “It’s officially denied, of 
course, but a widely known secret is that he frequents the club and even has his own V.I.P. 
lounge dubbed, unofficially of course, ‘The Ministry.” My sources tell me that someone who will 
be brokering a deal with the President is in some way connected to Dr. Eser. My guess is it is this 
Kristi woman. Our search for your archaeologist begins tonight, with whatever information Adel 


can obtain through her contact with the President.” 


“How confident are you that she can get anything from this President other than trouble?” Victor 


asked, eyeing the Irishman. 


“Let me put it this way, I’ve got less confidence in our ability to avoid trouble tonight, especially 
if it has anything to do with this motorcycle that’s been following us for the last fifteen minutes,” 
O’Bryan replied. He continued to dodge the heavy evening traffic while moving west along 


Sadovaya-Kudrinskaya Ulitsa. 


“Yes, I noticed it too, and you told me to leave my gun at the hotel,” Victor said scowling. His 


instincts left him feeling uneasy about this evening’s adventure. 
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Elysium Nightclub, Arbat district, Central Moscow 


“Dva pertsovka pazhalusta (Two hot pepper vodkas please),” Adel shouted over the music, as 


she and Sophia approached the nightclub’s bar. 


“Dva pertsovka — da!” the bartender repeated and filled two shot glasses with the amber liquid, 


“Sto rubli (200 roubles).” He pushed the glasses toward the women. 


Adel, reaching into her clutch pulled out the cash and threw it onto the bar. Drinks in hand, the 
women walked to a less crowded corner of the club, removed their furs, and settled into a place 


overlooking the dance floor. 


In the booth, both women adjusted their hair, rechecked their makeup, and then turned to the 
shot glasses, “Do dna (to the end)!” they shouted and with a clink of their glasses, they downed 


the elixir in one swallow; savouring its intense flavour as it burned its way down their throats. 


This pre-assignment drinking-ritual was important for Adel; it helped ignite her sense of purpose 
and tempered the edge that she always felt before jumping into the abyss. Sophia, the sober 
girlfriend from Adel’s childhood would only play a small roll in this evening’s performance. She 
would be available just to help draw in the wolves and then would depart, leaving Adel to 


capture the alpha-male, Russia’s President, alone. 


As the nightclub’s rhythmic, pulse-pounding Trance music flooded the women’s auditory senses, 
their eyes filled with the scenes of shadowy men and scantily dressed women gyrating in sweaty 
pairs on the dance floor. Bursts of black and multi-coloured lights from strategically positioned 
spotlights splashed these dancers in a garish, surreal palette. Adel and Sophia also noticed other 
patrons, gathering in the darkened areas around the nether regions of the club’s first floor; some 


tried conversation while others were more interested in contact of a more physical nature. 


Looking at her watch, Adel saw it was not yet eleven o’clock — the President’s usual hunting 


hour. Time for another drink she thought and indicated as much to her companion. Sophia 


nodded and started to rise, but Adel waved her back down and got up instead; Sophia was doing 
her the favour by being there tonight, so the least Adel could do was buy the drinks. Neither 
woman was prepared to wait and try to flag down the less than attentive serving staff, so Adel 


wove her way through the crowd towards the bar. 


While she waited for the bartender to pour an order of beers, she felt a firm grip on her right 
buttock, followed by a hard pinch. In her ear, she just managed to hear a man’s voice, 


accompanied by the stench of strong liquor. 


“Khatitye shto-nibut’ vypit (Can I offer you a drink)?” the man slurred. 


Pulling away from her accoster, Adel turned and slapped the man’s cheek, watching his jowls 
quiver. Suddenly the man’s right arm disappeared behind him as Sophia approached from behind 
and wrenched it back — he groaned in pain. Holding the drunk in a wristlock, the woman doubled 
him over, glanced over at Adel and winked, then frog-marched her captive to one of the empty 


booths. 


“Nyet spasiba (No thank you) — no drinks,” Sophia said, pushing the drunkard onto the seat. She 
could just hear the man say, “Fucking bitches,” before he passed out from the drink and face- 


planted on the table in front of him. 
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As night fell, the full brilliance of the Rublevka, Moscow’s shopping and party district, emerged. 
Everywhere Beneker looked were lights, movement — a frenetic energy in the air. Cafes, 
nightclubs, boutique shops, all were vying for the attention of the passersby. Vehicles stopped in 


front of him without warning to disgorge their passengers, forcing him to swerve to avoid a 


collision. Through it all, the young assassin kept his distance, biding his time and allowing his 


quarry to show him the way. 


Within a few minutes of turning south and then east on a road that turned back to the Kremlin, 
the Bugatti sports coupe slipped to the curb in front of a canopied entranceway to the club 
Elysium. David Beneker watched the two men get out of the car and walk up the club’s red 
carpet toward the building’s entrance while a valet from the club drove their vehicle down a side 


street to a rear parking lot. 


Driving slowly past the club, the young assassin kept an eye on where the valet was parking that 


incredible car. 
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“T tell you Victor, I don’t like the look of him,” O’Bryan said as the two men walked past the 


club’s hulking bouncers. 


“You're still worried about that motorcyclist?” Victor asked. 


“Of course, aren’t you? I noticed him about five minutes into our drive from the hotel. I mean,” 
Brendan leaned in close to Victor, “who drives a motorcycle during an early Moscow spring?” 


he said above the music. 


“Who drives a Bugatti sports coupe?” Victor countered. 


“Point taken — but aren’t you worried about being followed?” 


“Even if we were followed, there’s not much you or I can do about it now. Adel is either going 
to be safely insinuated into the President’s party, or she has to be extracted by us if things go 


south. Until that time, there’s nothing we can do.” 


The club reeked of cigarette smoke, booze and perfume, and the men needed a moment to adjust 
before O’Bryan lead the way up the stairs to the balcony, and the best view of the dance floor. 
The intensity of the music forced both men into silence, O’Bryan motioning for Victor to have a 
seat at a wooden table by the railing. Victor, looking down at the gyrating crowd had no trouble 


picking out Adel and her friend. 


“That’s my Adel; she could always mix her business with pleasure!” O’Bryan shouted, as if 
answering what was in Victor’s thoughts. “Look at how closely they follow each other’s moves 
even though their eyes are closed...they seem to feel their way around each other — makes me 


”? 


hot just watching them 


Victor was not listening. He had been surveying the crowd, looking for possible problems or 
people that did not fit in. O’Bryan ordered two beers and settled down to await the President’s 


entrance at eleven o’clock. 
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David Beneker watched as the club’s valet drove the Bugatti down an alleyway next to the 
building. Following at a discreet distance, he saw it drive into an ‘avtostoyanka’, or guarded 
parking lot, that had belonged to a now deserted church. Pulling off to a shadowy spot on the 
opposite side of the road, Beneker settled more comfortably into the saddle of his motorcycle to 


wait before he dared approach that car. 


The attendant left the locked vehicle and walked back to the entrance of the club; the parking lot 
became quiet once more. Dismounting, Beneker hurried to the Bugatti, careful to avoid the pools 
of light thrown off by the street lamps. Still shimmering in the dim overhead light and wrapped 
in an ethereal, ruby halo, Beneker gawked at the beast’s huge engine that occupied the entire rear 
portion of the vehicle, its oversized air-intakes facing skyward. Unable to resist, he traced a 


gloved finger along the smoothly aerodynamic contours. 


“Hey! What the fuck are you doing? Get away from that car! Come out from between those 


vehicles — slowly!” the Russian ordered. 


A parking security officer, dressed in a black paramilitary uniform, stepped into the light shed by 
an overhead lamp. He removed a Billy club from his belt and began to slap his left palm - a 
warning to Beneker of the beating to come. The young assassin froze, slowly retracting his right 


hand and turned to face the officer. 


“Raise your hands where I can see them,” the officer demanded. 


“T was just interested in having a look at this car. I’ve never seen a vehicle so beautiful,” Beneker 
replied, following the man’s orders. He approached the man cautiously, slowly raising his hands 


to shoulder height. 


“You're trespassing! Come out from between the cars — slowly!" 


Beneker’s muscles tensed as he anticipated an attack with the club. Now only a few feet apart, 


the officer leapt forward to close the remaining distance and sent his rubber truncheon flying past 


the young assassin’s nose. Ducking the swing, Beneker caught the man’s right arm on its return 
journey. Twisting the captured arm backward in a powerful right-handed grip, Beneker grabbed 
the officer’s shoulder with his free hand and pushed, forcing the officer backward over his 


extended leg. 


In an instant, the officer lay on his back, his head hitting the pavement with a thud that sent his 
felt cap flying. Pinning the stunned man with his knee, Beneker swiftly removed his Gerber 
Mark II from its boot sheath and drove it into the officer’s kidney — the blade hit its mark. Giving 
the knife a quick twist in the body, the assassin finished the guard off. He then rolled the lifeless 
body under a nearby Range Rover, hoping to buy himself some time before the other officers 


came to look for their missing friend. 


Pulling out a small, magnetic, GPS transmitter Beneker attached it to the under carriage of the 
Bugatti. Now he could track the movements of his target at a much safer distance than he had 
done thus far. Retracing his steps through the shadows, he remounted his motorcycle, started up 


the machine, and drove off into the darkness. 
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Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich was a man whose family had had a proud but humble past. A 
descendant of the Astrakhan Cossacks in the Prikasplyskaya Nizmennost region on the north 
shore of the Caspian Sea, the Russian President’s people where nothing if not resourceful. 
Farmers and horse breeders, they realized early on that the February, 1917 Communist 
Revolution was not going to be a passing fad. Therefore, in order to keep their property out of 
the new government’s hands, they elected to become some of the first Cossacks to embrace the 
Communist cause. From that moment on, Grigorivich’s people rose rapidly up the Russian 
political ladder beginning as leaders in the new All-Russian Cossack Union and ending with 


Grigorivich’s election to his second term as President. 


The Cossack blood in his veins ran hot with passion. Grigorivich desired wealth and had, with 
ruthless efficiency, built up an empire based in oil and real estate. After the Berlin wall fell and 
Communism died at the altar of Capitalism, this man proved to have a net worth that rivalled the 
richest Western industrialists. To satisfy the need for personal power he bought, cajoled, or 
intimidated his way up the ladder, successfully running for Russian President only four years 


after entering politics. 


At fifty years-of-age, his handsome good looks and athletic physique helped fuel his last and 
most powerful passion — a yearning for beautiful women. This unspoken, but widely 
acknowledged weakness of the President had Russian men celebrating his virility and Russian 
women either loathing or favouring his behaviour, in equal measure. He had never been able to 
marry — never settle for just one woman. Young or middle-aged, it did not matter as long as they 


were beautiful and intelligent, with a sense of adventure. 


He cared little about the race or religion of the women, as long as they were willing to spend 
some time, and most importantly, share his bed with him. He loathed two things: going to bed 
alone and sleeping with someone for too long. Grigorivich never had a shortage of willing 
female accomplices to help him solve both of these problems. From a security standpoint, this 
womanizing presented a logistical nightmare since the President’s security service never knew 
when and from where he would find another female companion to bring to his temporary 


residence in the Imperial Bedroom wing of The Great Kremlin Palace. 


While Russia’s President was viewed and celebrated as a ‘man’s man’ by his fellow citizens, a 
person who put into action what he preached, his ‘Spin Doctors’ attempted the Herculean task of 
keeping his reputation for ruthlessness and womanizing away from the international media’s 
prying eyes. Grigorivich’s eternal bachelorhood was the result of a dedication to leadership and 
over work, they said; and yet there remained the unspoken joke at events like the G20 Summit 


that the President had an insatiable desire for the ladies. 


Now Grigorivich surveyed the Friday night crowd on the dance floor as his heart kept pace with 
the hypnotic beat of the Trance music. His perch on the second floor balcony, as it jutted over the 
edge of the floor below, allowed him a discrete view of all of the club’s female patrons. Who 
was with whom? Who had come with a man and who with another woman? Who would be the 
most attractive, the most challenging to catch? He needed the one woman with that certain 
something, that rare combination of intelligence and beauty and moxie that would help him 


forget a week of cutthroat politics. 


His eyes narrowed as he spotted two possible candidates. His high cheekbones and angular jaw 
became set with anticipation at the thought of capturing two women this night. Grigorivich 
watched as they swayed and bumped their way through the music, oblivious to everyone around 
them; the two looked completely enraptured with each other and therein lay his challenge; how 
delightful he thought to himself. Nodding to his security detail, he headed down the broad, 


curved stairs to the first floor - his bodyguards gently clearing a path all along the route. 


Once the patrons noticed the President approach, they fell away to their tables — a ritual that 


repeated itself every evening that Grigorivich attended the club. 


On Grigorivich walked, calmly approaching the remaining two dancers as they remained locked 
in their rhythmic bond. Stopping just off to one side, he crossed his arms and rested one hand on 
his chin as he took a moment to have a closer look at these women. Both were about the same 
height, five-six he guessed, both physically fit from what he could see by their scanty cocktail 
dresses, and their clothes were couture, but not overly ostentatious. Finally, to his great good 
fortune, from what he could see in the tricky, alternating light show of the dance floor, the 
blonde looked like a true blonde while the brunette had the most luxurious curls that fell down to 


just below her shoulders. Captivated, Grigorivich decided to cut in. 
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Adel noticed that the crowd around her and Sophia had begun to fall away — a sure sign that the 
Great Bear was on the prowl. As the President approached them, Adel gave an ever so slight 
squeeze to Sophia’s arm, the pre-arranged signal for the other woman to excuse herself and 


retreat. 


Grigorivich touched Adel’s elbow and the young woman glanced over her shoulder and nodded 
her assent to join them for a dance. As soon as the President entered the little group, Sophia 


excused herself; her job finished, Adel was now on her own. 


“Will she be coming back?” the President asked, leaning close to Adel’s ear. 


The woman shook her head and then leaned toward the President’s ear, “She’s a lesbian, and 


men disgust her.” 


“But I’m not just any man!” 


“You're still a man and that’s enough for her.” 


“Well, what about you?” Grigorivich persisted, “Do men disgust you too?” 


“T’m dancing with you, aren’t I? What do you think?” 


The woman’s directness bordered on impertinence and temporarily shocked Grigorivich. 
However, he realized that he had singled out these women for precisely this type of assertiveness 


and would not have been interested in them if they had been passive. 


“Do you know who I am?” the President asked. 


Adel looked unimpressed as she kept her eyes averted and continued to dance nearby, but not 


actually with the President. “Da (yes),” was all she offered. 


“Well?” A look of incredulity came to Grigorivich’s face. 


“Well what?” Adel stopped her dancing and came in close so she would not have to shout. Her 
breath caressed his ear lobe, “Do you think that just because you’re the President that I should 
feel it is my patriotic duty to sleep with you?” She backed away laughing at her own remark and 
started to walk toward the edge of the dance floor; Grigorivich, perturbed, followed closely 


behind her. 


“Wait, where are you going?” he asked. Now she was making him look the fool and that, for his 
adversaries, could be a very dangerous proposition. He was determined to break this woman if it 


was the last thing he did this night. 


“T need a cigarette,” she said. Adel could see his frustration at not being able to read her — not 
understand what was turning in her mind, and she was not about to help him out. She would 


make him work for his prize. 


“T have a private room on the second floor, why don’t you join me? You can enjoy your cigarette 
there while we get to know each other better,” he offered. The President decided to try a less 
aggressive approach to his attack. Curious, though, that she was one of very few women 


unaffected by his celebrity. 


“Sure, just one cigarette, and a brandy, do you have brandy?” 


He had found his ‘in’, smiling at the thought of enticing this female with some of the finer things 
that he could offer. “I have only the finest Cognac,” Grigorivich replied, “follow me, my dear.” 
Leading the way to his second floor enclave, his little party retreated up the stairs, allowing the 


club’s patrons to fill the dance floor with their booze-addled, energetic bodies. 


oh 2 2 


“She’s got him!” O’Bryan exclaimed over the din. “We can go now and await her call. She will 


contact us as soon as she has something. 


“T still don’t like throwing her out to a den of wolves like that,” Victor replied as he watched the 


President’s procession make its way to the private room. 


“Relax Colvin; she’s used to this kind of thing. Now let’s get out of here, I want to show you 


something.” 


Back in the cold night air, O’Bryan handed his parking stub to the valet and the Bugatti arrived 
at the club’s entrance within minutes. As the two men got in, the Irishman said, “I’ve got a stop I 
have to make before we head back to the hotel. Like I said in the club, I want to show you 


something.” 


“Ts it business or pleasure?” Victor asked, wary of some other waste of his time. 


Pulling the car away from the curb, he grinned at Victor and said, “A bit of both...it’s time that I 
showed you what I do best and introduce you to some of your equipment.” 


“Right,” the assassin mumbled and settled in for the ride. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


“Life and death are one thread, 


the same line viewed from different sides.” Lao Tzu 


The Kingsway, Toronto, Canada, March 2005. 


Valencia Davino strode purposefully along the sidewalk that bounded the Paterson property in 
the west Toronto neighbourhood of the Kingsway. She wanted to know if there was any word 


regarding Doctor Ahu Eser. 


The late March thaw had turned Toronto into a soggy mess and Valencia zigzagged around the 
mud and puddles. She hated this time of year, with its sour smell of decay permeating the air and 


the dross everywhere on the ground. 


As she walked up the stone path leading to the porch of the Paterson’s Georgian style home, she 
spied a dark sedan in the driveway. With its tinted windows and red license plates, she pondered 
as she walked past it, why was it at the professor’s home? A few more steps brought her across 


the porch to the front door, and she gave it a few firm raps. 


On a bitterly cold morning a few years earlier, the scents of apple cider and freshly baked 
cookies had greeted her, but now, as Charlotte Paterson pulled open the door, no such welcome 


aromas appeared. 


“Yes?” the professor’s wife asked, and then suddenly recognizing her visitor, said, “Oh, hello 


Valencia, what brings you here on a Saturday afternoon?” 


“Hi Mrs. Paterson, I just wanted to see how Mert is doing and if there is any new information 
regarding Doctor Eser’s whereabouts.” Valencia noticed Dr. Paterson conferring with two people 
in the main hallway, one a shorthaired, blonde woman of about fifty and an older man that was 
short and stocky in build. She thought that she recognized both of them, but could not be sure 
where she had seen them before. The visitors still had their coats on, which told her that they too 


had only just arrived. 


Hearing Charlotte speak Valencia’s name, the group in the hallway stopped their conversation 


and turned to see who had just arrived. 


“Valencia? Valencia Davino?” the woman visitor asked as she approached the young student. 


“Yes, that’s me,” Valencia acknowledged. 


“Splendid!” the visitor exclaimed. “Mrs. Paterson, would you allow Ms. Davino in so we may 


have a chat with her also?” 


“Of course, Ms. Gardener, why don’t all of you settle into the family room while I deal with 
these coats,” Charlotte said, gathering up the outerwear. “What can I offer everyone — tea or 


coffee?” 


With arrangements made, the four of them entered the family room and Jack Paterson was the 
first to speak, “It’s nice to see you Valencia. You may remember Ms. Maria Gardener, who 
works for CSIS, and this is my old friend, Police Chief Marcus Calibralli. You may remember 


both of them attending the Casa Loma Christmas party a few years back.” 


Valencia reluctantly acknowledged the visitors; realizing that she could still be in a lot of trouble 
for aiding the assassin, Victor Colvin, in his escape from there on that night. Quickly changing 


the subject, she asked, “How’s Mert doing, Sir?” 


“He is as well as can be expected, under the circumstances. Today he’s gone with some friends 


of ours and their kids to the movies.” 


As she settled herself into a comfortable easy chair, she said, “Well, it’s good of you and Mrs. 
Paterson to be looking after him during this trying time.” She turned to the Police Chief, seated 
on the leather couch next to the security agent, and asked, “Is there any further information about 


Doctor Ahu Eser, Sir?” 


“Ms. Gardener and I were just bringing the Patersons up to speed on the investigation, though 


I’m afraid that there isn’t much yet.” 


“Valencia,” Maria Gardener interrupted him, “you were working at Casa Loma that night, two 
years ago, the night of the University of Toronto’s Christmas party, weren’t you?” Just then, 
Charlotte Paterson returned with cups of steaming coffee and the agent stopped to accept one of 


them. 


“So?” Valencia replied warily. 


“We know that you had some kind of relationship with an assassin that goes by the name of 


Victor Colvin,” the Police Chief replied. “Well, if you agree to aid our investigation into Doctor 


Eser’s disappearance, we may be able to cut a deal to help you out of your tight situation with the 


authorities.” 


“How can I be of help? I don’t even know were Doctor Eser is,” Valencia pleaded. 


“We know about your call last week,” Gardener began, “and we traced it to a private number 
near the town of Neuchatel, Switzerland. I think you contacted Victor Colvin — am I mistaken?” 


Maria Gardener eyed the younger woman carefully 


“T have not seen nor heard from Victor in years, but what does he have to do with the missing 


archaeologist, anyway?” 


Professor Paterson broke into the conversation. Earnestly he said, “Valencia, the authorities have 
done their homework. With extensive interviews of witnesses from that night in Casa Loma and 
press photos showing you at the Convocation Hall debacle between Victor and Ahu, lying to the 
police now can only hurt your promising future. You are an accessory to a crime, so please, for 
your own sake listen to what they have to say.” He reached out and touched Valencia’s forearm, 


a look of warmth and encouragement in his eyes. 


Valencia, affected deeply by the professor’s concern, realized that he was right and any 


information she could give to the authorities might help move the investigation forward. 


“Tt wasn’t hard to connect the dots, Valencia,” Gardener said calmly. “I’m just wondering who 
cared for this guy more - you, or Doctor Eser. You both seemed to go to great lengths to help this 


assassin.” 


“Look, he’s not a cold-blooded murderer!” she cried out. “He only killed bad people who 
happened to have a contract out on their heads; he was an assassin for hire. Besides, two years 
ago he assured me that he was through with this type of work. He’s got a conscience you know — 
you people don’t know him like I do...” Her voice trailed off as she realized that she likely 


sounded crazy trying to defend the man. 


“A murderer is a murderer, whether it’s for a contract, or just killing on impulse, Ms. Davino,” 
said the Police Chief flatly. “Make no mistake; in all my years on the force, I have yet to find a 


killer with a conscience.” 


“Well,” Gardener interrupted, “according to our sources, we know Doctor Eser is out of the 
country; whether the Heaths, who are officially listed as missing, are with her is yet to be 
determined. We also believe that Victor Colvin is back in action and hunting for the doctor. If we 
find Doctor Eser and the Heaths, then we’ll likely find Victor Colvin and wrap up several cases 


at once.” Gardener settled back into the couch, and took a sip of her coffee. 


“We also interviewed Ms. Small of Gaskin Real Estate Limited and her information was very 
helpful,” Chief Calibralli added, eyeing Valencia. “We know that Victor Colvin was the person 
you spoke to in Neuchatel. So you see, you need to tell us all you know about this man and his 


whereabouts.” 


The young student chewed on her lower lip as she decided how to answer. “He doesn’t trust 
anyone except me,” Valencia blurted out, “if you want to find him, you have to include me in 
your search party.” Maria Gardener and Marcus Calibralli glanced at one another, both 


astonished by Valencia's bold demand. 


The CSIS agent decided to press the younger woman further, “How do you know he doesn’t 


trust anyone but you?” 


“He wouldn’t have given me Power of Attorney over his affairs in Toronto, or confided in me 
about his real occupation if he hadn’t trusted me. I’m probably the only person that could bring 


him out of hiding — you need me to help flush him into the open.” 


“What are you suggesting Ms. Davino?” Calibralli asked. 


“T think, Chief, Valencia is trying to make a deal with us — something mutually beneficial for all 
concerned.” Turning to the young student across the coffee table, Maria Gardener said, “Okay 


Valencia, let’s see what you have in mind.” 


oh a 2 


Moscow, 2 am 


While Victor Colvin sat brooding in the passenger seat of the Bugatti his colleague, Brendan 
O’Bryan, eased them out of the busy traffic of Arbat’s entertainment district. The Irishman 
smiled quietly to himself as he reviewed how well the evening had gone; Adel had amazed him 
by the way she had so easily hooked the Russian President, and now all he and Victor had to do 
was await her report. Now he was taking his associate to the place where he kept his 
merchandise for his arms dealing; it was time to equip themselves for the next leg of their 


assignment. 


oh a 2 ok 


David Beneker saw the flashing dot of the Bugatti moving eastward along the screen of his GPS; 


the road it travelled was Moscow’s Kremlyovskaya Naberezhuaya. He knew that this road 


snaked along the north shore of the Moskva River and was directly south of the Kremlin’s high, 
redbrick battlements. He realized that he had to make a decision, and it had to be soon or he 


would lose his chance tonight. 


Travelling east, along the Kremlin’s northern perimeter, he felt the chill spring air bit through his 
motorcycle leathers. He wrestled with himself about changing his plan; something he did not like 
to do very often. This night was only supposed to be about surveillance — to see where and with 
whom this Victor Colvin travelled. The chance at a quick kill, however, was just too good to be 
wasted and so Beneker, ignoring his instincts, decided to proceed. First, intercept the Bugatti and 
then riddle it with bullets, and finally find out why these men were in Moscow. Quick, clean, and 
efficient, he would intercept the sports car as it passed underneath the Moskvoretsky Bridge, just 


east of the Kremlin complex. 


HB a 2 


“Why are you so glum, friend?” Brendan O’Bryan said as he glanced over at his companion. 
Being Irish, he enjoyed banter and jovial company. For him, the mood in the Bugatti was 


downright gloomy. 


“T don’t like our approach to this assignment,” Colvin replied curtly. He kept his jaw line taunt 
and his eyes fixed ahead, oblivious to what passed by the vehicle. O’Bryan could see his mind 


was somewhere else, but decided to press Colvin for an explanation. 


“What d’ya mean, you don’t like our approach? What’s wrong with it?” Offended, the Irishman 
clucked his indignation and eased up on the accelerator as the traffic slowed to a standstill. Both 
men could just make out the lights of police vehicles up ahead, on the right shoulder of this north 


shore road. 


The slowdown gave O’Bryan a chance to look around and he found that the Moskva River on 
their right remained dark and placid. To the men's left was the Kremlin’s fortress-wall; a garish 


shade of red as spot lamps washed across its surface at intervals. 


Colvin, coming out of his reverie, turned to face O’ Bryan, “We’ve got too many people involved 
in this job - too many unpredictable factors. I don’t feel that I’ve got any control over anything 
that’s going on here.” He snorted and turned to look at the traffic in front of them. “I work best 


when I’m alone, when I plan my own jobs,” he grumbled. 


“Yea, I see where that got you two years ago,” chided the Irishman. “Tell me, was rotting in a 
Turkish prison also part of your plans?” The Bugatti inched by the accident, a Mercedes and a 
BMW fender bender with the Russian Militsia (police) trying their best to pry the two owners 


apart. If O’Bryan’s comment affected Victor, he did not show it. 


oh 2 2 ok 


The young assassin travelled south and east along Vetoshny Road, passing Moscow’s most 
upscale shopping mall, the GUM building on his right. He was pleased to see that the flashing 
dot of the Bugatti had slowed; that there would be enough time to set up on the other side of the 


bridge and await his target. 


At two in the morning the Moscow traffic had eased and Beneker sailed southward, passing the 
walled Znamensky Monastery to his left and Ivan the Terrible’s fairy tale cathedral, St Basil’s, 
on his right. Glancing again at the GPS, the blip had begun to move again, but Beneker was 


almost at his rendezvous point, there was no need to worry. 


Approaching the Moskvoretskaya intersection, Beneker slowed until he saw a break in the 


east/west traffic, and then raced across to the right shoulder of the north shore road. Parking his 


machine in the eastern shadow of the Bolshoy Moskvoretsky Bridge, he made sure that its nose 
pointed away from the bridge and toward an easy get-away. The dark Moskva river flowed 
quietly behind him as he dismounted, pulled off his motorcycle helmet, and let out a cloud of hot 


breath; crystals of condensation formed around his mouth and nostrils. 


While Beneker screwed a silencer onto his automatic, he took up a position where he could 
watch for the Bugatti, yet remain hidden in the darkness. He realized he would have to wait until 
the last possible moment, or risk exposing himself to possible detection. The vehicles continued 
to spill out from under the Bolshoy Bridge, picking up speed as they saw that the 


Moskvoretskaya road opened up in front of them. 


Sensing that the target was close, Beneker moved to the edge of the road and took aim at were 
the Bugatti would be, when it nosed its way out from under the east side of the bridge. Now the 
assassin’s silhouette stood out against a shimmering curtain of light thrown off by the 


approaching headlights. 


Taking aim, David Beneker suddenly noticed the Bugatti leap violently to the left and cut 
diagonally through the eastbound lanes and into oncoming traffic. Reacting quickly, he emptied 
the gun’s magazine at the car, imploding the windshield and shattering its passenger window in a 
hail of bullets. With the car’s unexpected manoeuver, and the poor light, Beneker could not tell 


whether he had hit his mark. 


Tires squealed and horns blared, as the Bugatti continued its treacherous trip across multiple 
lanes of traffic; like bumper cars at an amusement park, other drivers could not avoid hitting it as 
it cut across their path. The sports car finally came to rest on the westbound shoulder of the north 


shore road, its driver’s side crushed inward by a lamppost. 


David Beneker wanted desperately to confirm his kill, but thought better of it when the sound of 
sirens approached, and irate drivers began exiting their vehicles. Now was the time to leave the 
scene or risk capture. Mounting his motorcycle, he slid along the shoulder until he was well 
away from the bridge. Entering the eastbound lanes of the Moskvoretskaya Naberezhnaya, he 
quickly took a side road north, and at the first opportunity he could, disappeared into the early 


Moscow morning. 


oh 28 2 ok 


“We’re not so very different, you and me,” O’Bryan said, trying to change the topic of 
conversation. They were now heading under the Bolshoy Moskvoretsky Bridge, and the Irishman 
wanted anything but a boring silence while he had to fight traffic. Victor Colvin, however, did 
not take the bait and remained mum; he wished the Irishman would just shut up but the other 


man refused to oblige. 


“T like making money,” O’Bryan continued. “Money has no soul, no conscience, no feelings and 
I net much of it selling arms to countries and institutions. They hire you, Victor, for lots of cash 
so that they don’t need to take out their own trash, if you get my meaning. You’re a ‘garbage 


man of souls’ to these people, Victor, that’s all you are!” 


Victor let the insult slide, since he had no desire to encourage a conversation. Continuing to stare 
vaguely out the windshield as they began their pass under the bridge, he noticed how the vehicles 


ahead increased their speed, and guessed that the road ahead was clearing up. 


“The main difference between us, Victor, is — care to guess?” The Irishman looked back at 
Colvin, a smile crossing his face. He began to accelerate in order to clear the bridge and catch up 
with the speed of the traffic in front. “Oh, come on! Don’t you see? I only sell the weapons, you 
take the lives, and that’s why my hands will never be as bloody as yours!” O’Bryan let out a 


chortle then turned his attention back to the road ahead. 


Edging out from under the bridge, Colvin growled, “Don’t be so sure about that...” then his 
voice trailed off as his instincts took over. Out of the corner of his eye, on their right, a shadow 
within the shadows - something moved swiftly to the edge of the road, a black smudge against 


the shimmering silver light of the headlamps. 


Victor Colvin made his move, ducking below the dashboard and simultaneously jerking the 
Bugatti’s steering wheel to the left, he used as much force as he could muster while seated on the 


passenger side. 


“Hey, what the...” O’Bryan died before he finished his sentence, slumped forward on the 
steering wheel as blood oozed from bullet wounds to his head and torso. Colvin, almost lying on 
the Irishman’s lap, was covered in shattered glass. He still held the wheel firmly in his left hand, 
but the dead man's foot remained obstinately glued to the accelerator. The Bugatti rocketed 
across multiple lanes of traffic, leaving a path of destruction in its wake as it tore its way to the 


opposite shoulder of the road. 


Then, abruptly, all forward motion stopped as the sports car plowed into a light pole on the north 
shoulder of the westbound lanes. The impact pushed the steering column further into the 
passenger compartment, pinning the body of Brendan O’Bryan further into his seat. Stillness 


settled on the car while chaos continued around it on the highway. 


Shaken badly, but only slightly injured, Victor Colvin slowly rose and carefully cleared away 
remnants of airbags and broken window glass. He realized angry drivers and police would make 
their way to the Bugatti now that it had stopped, so the assassin decided he would leave the 
Irishman to his fate and make his own escape. Before he could leave however, the dead man’s 


phone rang and Colvin rifled through O’Bryan’s pockets to find it. Finding that the caller was 


Adel, likely with the required information, he pocketed the device — he would have to call her 


later on. 


Kicking at his passenger door, it took him three tries before he got it open. Luckily, the sports 
car rested on the streetlight in a way that helped to conceal his exit. Carefully, Victor Colvin slid 
out of the passenger seat and dropped to the asphalt. He peered over the back of the car and saw 
a sea of wreckage, while beyond that lay the eastbound shoulder of the highway and the bridge - 
there was no sign of the assailant. By now, the sun was higher in the early morning sky; the 


shadows had all but disappeared. 


Fine, he thought to himself, now it is my turn to disappear! Staying low, he scrambled away 
from the accident scene to streets just east of the Kremlin’s complex, evaporating just as quickly 


as those early morning shadows. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“There is in human nature generally more of the fool than the wise.” 


Francis Bacon: Essays — “Of Boldness” 


Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania, northeastern Germany. 


The von Sonnenfinsternis ancestral home sat on a greatly diminished, one-hundred acres of 
mixed field and forest. The five-storey, thick walled, lead coloured stone edifice lay wrapped on 
three sides by primly manicured gardens and on the fourth by a wide, semi-circular drive that 
swept up to and then away from the main south facing entrance of the estate. An ancient wall 
surrounded the property, separating it from the public road on the opposite side. The only access 
through these walls was through two sets of ornately sculpted oak and iron gates, on which the 
von Sonnenfinsternis family crest hung dead center of each; a golden orb in the center of a black 
shield represented the sun, from which issued four silver bolts of lightning that radiated out to 


the four points of the compass. 


The Baroness’ family had been in this part of Germany for almost as long as the property had 
had occupants and they were of Noblesse de Race (old nobility); their motto, “Erleuchtung 
Bringt Kraft” (Enlightenment Brings Strength). The estate, called Sonnenuntergang (Sundown) 
for as long as it had existed, arrived at its present incarnation in the late fifteenth century, 
replacing a fortified wood and stone structure that burned to the ground during the Hanseatic 
years. Sundown was a squat, solid edifice, with exaggerated bulwarks, octagonal towers, overtly 
large windows and a prevalence of pointed arches and vaulted ceilings; classic neo-Gothic. Over 
the centuries, the family had kept the residence well maintained and even radically modernized 
its interior fixtures. Sundown remained one of the few ancestral homes that were a pleasure to 


inhabit. 


With her sleep still irregular, Dr. Ahu Eser rubbed tired eyes as she stood gazing out one of the 


mansion’s second floor windows. The view overlooked the estate’s broad, semi-circular drive 


and its massive front gates, with the public road just beyond. Dressed casually in jeans and 
pullover, her hair tied into her characteristic ponytail, she noted a section of the drive where the 


pavers seemed scorched, as if by some great fire. 


“Do you have any idea why the cobble-stones at the southwest side of the driveway are so 
blackened, Don?” she asked Professor Donald Heath. The room they occupied was wood- 
paneled, with oak beams running across a high ceiling. In the middle of this room, a long 
wooden table held piles of photographs through which Heath flipped and sorted, placing them 


into smaller piles after carefully studying each one. 


Laying the pictures down, he walked up to a spot beside the archaeologist and looked to where 


she pointed. 


“You'd think that money wouldn’t be a problem to replace those damaged cobblestones,” she 
continued. Feeling slightly weak, she sat down at a table under the window and grabbed a mug, 


pouring herself some tea from one of two pots that lay on a salver. 


“Tt’s not lack of money, or time, or willingness to make the repairs to those cobbles,” Heath said, 


still studying the blackened spot on the driveway, “it’s her reminder of unfinished business.” 


Turning away from the window, he settled into the chair opposite Ahu and drew himself a mug 


of coffee from a second pot. 


“What do you mean unfinished business?” 


“Her father was murdered on that very spot. He died when his car blew up one morning, when he 
was trying to get to work. Kristi insisted that after the contractors cleaned up the debris and filled 
in the hole left by the bomb’s destruction, that the blackened cobbles be replaced so that they 


would stand as a reminder of a debt that still needs to be repaid.” 


“What do you mean by that, what sort of debt?” Ahu took another sip from her mug, and then 


glanced out of the window toward the spot on the driveway again. 


“Her father’s killer was never caught,” Heath replied. “The police had their suspicions, but they 
could never bring anyone to justice. So Kristi launched an investigation of her own and that’s 


when she discovered who she believes to be the assassin.” 


Suddenly reminded of the conversation between the Baroness and David Beneker on her first 
evening of imprisonment at the estate, she asked, “This is about Victor Colvin, isn’t it, Don?” 


Ahu pulled the sweater more tightly across her shoulders, as if to dispel a chill. 


He nodded in the affirmative and got up, walking back to the table that held the photographs. 
Heath hoped to avoid an awkward topic of conversation but found Ahu persistent with her 


questions; she was determined to find out the truth. 


“So she thinks that Victor assassinated her father? How long ago was this supposed to have 


happened?” 


Without looking up, Heath replied, “Almost two decades ago. Kristi, then in her early thirties, 


saw Victor Colvin as she stood at that very window. In fact, this was her bedroom many years 


ago.” He looked up at Ahu, still holding a photo under the lamp light with one hand and a large 


magnifying glass in the other. 


“Go on, Don, tell me, how was she so sure that it was Victor?” 


“Apparently something woke her up, a noise or something, and walking over to that window, 
Kristi was in time to see her father headed off to work. He liked to drive himself, not really 
trusting others to do the driving, so on this morning he hopped into the family’s Mercedes and 


tried to start it.” 


Donald Heath, sitting on the edge of the sorting table, faced Ahu who remained seated at the 
smaller table under the window. “Kristi noticed her father having trouble starting the car, then 
something out of her peripheral vision made her look to her left, just on the other side of the iron 
gates, by the road. Victor and Kristi’s eyes met — she said that after that morning, she would 


never forget that man’s face.” 


“Didn’t she try to warn her father — open this window and shout some type of warning to him?” 


the archaeologist asked, waving her hand toward the drive and gates. 


“There wasn’t time; before Kristi knew it, her father's car disintegrated in front of her eyes - 
flames, smoke, and debris everywhere. The concussion from the explosion shattered all of the 
windows on this side of the building, and blew Kristi to the floor. She came back to 


consciousness while lying in a Berlin hospital bed.” 


“How do you know Kristi’s story, Don?” 


“David Beneker and I have been old friends since our university days; when we were both 
exchange students in England. He told me Kristi’s back story once he learned that Heather and I 
were included in the Baroness’ plot to lure Victor Colvin back to Germany...” Donald Heath 


stopped himself before he could say anything more; perhaps he had already said too much. 


“Do you mean to tell me that I’m being used as bait? That Kristi is betting Victor will come for 
me, and that when he does she will have him killed?” Ahu cut in. Her neck muscles tightened 


and the tension showed in her raised voice as a look of disgust swept across her face. 


Heath attempted to change the subject, “Look Ahu, Kristi needs us to decipher these cuneiform 
tablets, so she’s sparing no expense for us to photograph and analyze the pieces and order any 
further tests to confirm our findings.” He hoped her curiosity would be peaked for the moment, 


so that she would stop thinking about her predicament. 


Ahu Eser got up and took a moment to ponder her predicament. She understood that she was at 
the complete mercy of her host, this insane Baroness. She had also been reassured that her son 
Mert was safe in the care of her friends in Toronto. So, realizing that she had no control over 
what happened to Victor Colvin, she decided to make the best of her captivity until she could 


figure a way to get off the estate. 


She strolled over to the table of photographs, picked up one labelled ‘Sagalassos Tablet no. 12’, 
and peered through a magnifying lens to get a better look at the cuneiform markings. Kristi had 
ordered that photos to be taken of all of the tablets from three angles — front, back and on edge 
(for width comparison). A ruler, also in each picture, put the tablets at roughly five by seven 
inches in size. The clay itself threw off a soft, rosy halo as it lay under the spotlight used in the 


picture taking; this gave Ahu the idea that maybe the same batch of clay formed both caches. 


“Tt’s a crime that my team never got an opportunity to properly study these artifacts,” Ahu said, 


still holding the photo in front of her. Heath had gone back to sorting pictures into groups. 


“So, Don, I suppose that you knew they were going to steal the Sagalassos tablets from the 


Toronto Museum?” She glanced at the tall Scot as he hunched over the photos. 


“Me? No!” Heath replied, looking up; a look of pain spreading across his bearded face as her 
accusation had its effect on his conscience. “Why would I know that they were to be lifted from 


the museum’s vaults?” 


“You’re working for this Kristi; wouldn’t she keep you ‘in the loop’? In fact, wouldn’t she use 


you to somehow participate in the robbery?” 


“Look, despite how it may look, Heather and I are not bad people!” the young academic pleaded. 


“But you kidnapped me? Is that the sign of a good person?” Ahu countered. She stood leaning 
against the edge of the table of photos, her dark eyes glowering at Heath and her arms crossed in 


defiance. “As far as I can tell, kidnapping carries a lot of years in prison,” she said tersely. 


Heath knew he was beat and so decided to come clean, he said, “A few years ago Heather and I 
got an offer. Some big legal firm approached us saying that one of their clients wanted to hire us 
for some academic work. In return, Heather would be set up as an owner of a dance studio and I 


would receive tenure at the University of Toronto...” 


“So you made a deal with the Devil?” Ahu challenged. 


“We were surprised by the offer, true, especially the guarantee of tenure at a university; 
something I really wanted as a fulfillment of my career goals. Who, we wondered had the power 
to make something like this happen and what else would we be expected to do in order to receive 
such payment? However, with a newly minted doctorate, little money in the bank and lots of debt 
what choice did the two us have? We were a young couple starting out in life and were offered a 
chance to get to the head of the line; I don’t know many in our position that would have said no 


to such an offer!” 


Ahu heard the sincerity in Heath’s voice, and saw him become more contrite as he continued his 


confession to her. 


‘“‘We went back to the firm on the next day and signed the papers,” the professor continued, “then 
overnight, discovered a substantial sum of money deposited to our account and our debts were 
paid in full. A week later, I received a call from the University of Toronto about the position 
available in their History Department. Then Heather finds out that a dance studio is ready for her, 


with a list of clients signed up for her first classes. We couldn’t believe our good fortune!” 


“Had you ever thought of just saying ‘no’ to the contract?” Ahu asked, putting down the 


magnifying glass and picture she held. 


“After our initial delight, we never gave the contract a second thought. A couple of years passed, 


the Sagalassos affair came and went, and then, about two weeks after the thefts of the tablets 


from the museum’s vaults, we received our first call. A representative from the law firm wanted 


to meet with us to say that their client would like us to now fulfill our side of the contract.” 


“And...” Ahu pressed, “What happened next?” 


Heath had a far-away look in his eyes, saying, “When we saw what research I was to do for this 
mystery client, Heather and I nearly fell off our chairs. We could not believe it — I was to 
translate all eighteen of the stolen, Sagalassos tablets as well as perform any tests necessary that 
would help explain their origin. Heather and I were held to secrecy through our contract with this 


mystery employer.” 


Some animation came back to his demeanor and Heath looked ruefully in Ahu’s direction, “I 
suppose we did make a deal with the Devil - Heather and I now believe we have signed an open 
contract, one that likely makes us beholden to Kristi until she decides otherwise,” he said with a 


tinge of despair in his voice. 


Ahu pressed on, “And Durrington Walls, how did you become involved with that dig?” 


He stopped briefly to gather his thoughts. “Last year we were told to book a trip to England, 
ostensibly for a vacation. The reality of it was that we were to explore the Durrington Walls 
excavation and report any unusual finds to a couple of people who would contact Heather and 
me on our arrival.” The professor shook his short-cropped, red head, then said, “How Kristi 
knew about those other tablets found at Durrington Walls is beyond me; I’d like to know where 
she gets her information. David tells me that she has this uncanny ability to predict future events 


and even displays some psychic traits from time-to-time; whatever it is, it’s diabolical.” 


“Okay,” Ahu began, “so what will happen to us after the Baroness finally gets everything she 
wants; we’ve translated her tablets and Victor is lying dead at her feet. What will happen to me, 
Don, and you and your wife?” The archaeologist shivered at the thought of what Kristi, a raving 


maniac as far as she was concerned, would do to them once she no longer needed their help. 


Heath could see where Ahu’s line of questioning was going, but he refused to be as pessimistic, 
“Look, I don’t think that we’re in any real danger here and Heather and I have that contract with 


her. Besides, what would she gain by killing us?” he countered. 


“Our silence, don’t you see? She has everything to lose if her secrets get out, and everything to 
gain by keeping things under her control. I feel that theft and kidnapping are the lighter side of 
her resume of crimes. I believe that she ordered the deaths of the two people from the Sagalassos 


excavation, and possibly even Doctor Pritchard as well.” 


She gave Heath a moment to consider her point of view and then challenged him, “Once she gets 
the key to unlocking these damn tablets, how long do you think it will be before she decides 


we’re unnecessary baggage?” 


“But the contract...” Heath repeated, still not totally convinced of his boss’s evil intentions. 
“Well then, Ahu, what do you suggest we do?” he asked. He had heard her reservations about 


Kristi, maybe she had a plan brewing too. 


“We solve the mystery behind these tablets,” she replied. 


“What...I thought you just said...” 


“T know what I just said, but right now we have no other option,” she interrupted, “and it’s the 
least we can do for our friends who’ve died because of these artifacts. However, Kristi doesn’t 
need to know the real meaning of the inscriptions; we can lie to her about the translations as 


easily as she lies to us about everything else.” 


“Okay, so then what? If she really has no intention of letting us go after we solve this riddle, then 


what hope do we have against her armed guards?” 


“Honestly, Don, I have no idea. What I can tell you is that you and Heather have to choose your 
side now, or likely suffer some very nasty end. For me, Ill watch for an opportunity to escape 
and if that doesn’t come, then pray to Allah that Victor beats your friend David and this witch 


Kristi, and then comes to our rescue.” 


A sly smile crept onto Heath’s face, “From what I understand, Victor’s riding to your rescue was 


a given.” 


“What do you know about Victor Colvin and me?” Ahu snapped. She gave the academic a 


withering look. 


“Uh, sorry...I...oh never mind.” Turning back to the photographs on the sorting table, he 
changed the subject, “Any thoughts on these tablets, have you found anything that might be 


useful in figuring out their meaning?” 


A knock at the door came before Ahu could answer and Heather Heath entered to announce that 


dinner would be ready in fifteen minutes. 


“Right dear, see you at the table,” her husband replied, then turned to look at Ahu. 


“In answer to your question, how closely did you study the script, Don?” 


“T’ve only been able to take a cursory glance at the script so far, since I’ve been more concerned 
with grouping the tablet photos together and then fitting them together to where they might 
logically go in the overall order of the document. I’ve used the symbols incised on the perimeter 


of each tablet as my guide; a bit like putting puzzle pieces together.” 


“Okay, then here’s a hint. Next time you take a good look at the actual script, determine where 
the polyphones and homophones are in the text. Look also, as you probably know, for the 
determinatives, those symbols that define the objects within the sentences. I’ll let you chew on 
that over dinner,” Ahu said, smiling for the first time that day. “I'll also leave you with this clue 


as to what I think we’ve got in front of us.” 


She leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes while Heath waited eagerly for her next words. 


“Now, I hope that my Latin pronunciation is still up to par...” 


“Latin...” Heath’s eyes widened. 


“Shhh, quiet, I’m thinking... ‘Totum prope Caelum...nonne genere humano completum est’ (Is 


not almost the whole of heaven...filled with gods of mortal origin)?” 


“Wait, Cicero, what does his, De natura deorum, have to do with these tablets?” 


Ahu stood up, smiled briefly, and said, “Think about it Don, it’s an easier riddle to solve than 
how to get out of this place. See you at the table.” With that, she turned and walked out of the 


room, leaving the young academic to ponder her clue. 


oh 2 2 ok 


The Russian President’s retreat, Western Sochi, Russia. 


Adel Pikantnova stretched each of her limbs very slowly, luxuriating in the feel of the warm silk 
against her bare skin. Opening her eyes, she groggily noted that the sun lay high in a clear blue 
sky. Her ears picked up the sound of a shower running somewhere in the background and 


realized that her ‘Great Russian Bear,’ Sergei Maksimilian was already up. 


Slowly she rose, swung her legs over the side of the large, ornately carved oak bed, and slipped 
her negligée over her head and down past her naked thighs. The room’s French doors, which led 
out to a second storey balcony, were wide open, allowing a warm, fragrant breeze to blow in 
from the Black Sea that lay just to the south. Too enticing to ignore, the chestnut-haired beauty 


strode barefoot across the sumptuously attired bedroom and into the late morning sunshine. 


Leaning against the railing, Adel closed her hazel eyes and allowed the warmth to caress her 
face. A smile played around her lips as she reflected on her last week with Russia’s most 
powerful man. Through her wiles and well-honed skills, she had managed to turn the Russian’s 
idea of a one-night-stand into a full week with him, and then an invitation to his most private 
retreat. Sergei, without realizing it, had given her the perfect opportunity to continue her 


intelligence work for Victor Colvin. 


Opening her eyes, the young woman used her hand as a shield against the bright sunlight. She 
took in the broad green vista in front of her, Sochi’s Rivyera Park, and the shimmering beauty of 
the Black Sea just beyond that. Inhaling deeply, she filled her lungs with the fragrance of spring 


blooms - what a picture-perfect moment this was! 


“Well, dobry den (good morning) my angel. Did you sleep well?” Sergei asked, coming up 
behind Adel and slipping his hands along the tops of her hips and around until he intertwined his 
fingers over her stomach. With a light tug, he pulled her lithe form into a powerful, bare-chested 
embrace. His nose lightly burrowing into her hair, he smelled the warm perfume that her body 


radiated and the excitement welled up inside him again. 


“My big bear,” she cooed, “you know that I did. You were magnificent again last night. I wonder 
at your stamina — so unusual for a Russian man.” She looked up, over her shoulder, into his steel 


gray eyes; brought her lips close to his and gave them just the barest of caresses. 


“My angel, if you were any other woman, I’d have you arrested for insincerity,” he said, smiling 
as he traced the curves of her hips down and back over her buttocks with the palms of his hands. 
He marvelled at the muscle tone of this woman, the strength of her limbs; how could just dancing 


make so perfect a figure. 


“You too, my angel, were incredible last night,” he continued, “and I know when a woman is 


lying to me by her performance in the bedroom.” 

“Do you now? So, Sergei, what does my performance say to you?” 

“That you and I were made for each other. Sexual compatibility to me presages what a particular 
relationship will be like and,” he said, pausing to caress the side of her face with his hand, “our 


relationship bodes well, my dear.” 


“You must be careful, my bear, you are sounding as if you are ready to give up your freedom to 


settle down with just one woman. Are you ready for such a sacrifice?” Adel teased, as she turned 


to face to him. Delicately, she traced the muscles of his arms and back with her hands, feeling 
their power under his crisp, unbuttoned shirt and then rested a hand on either shoulder as she 


stared earnestly into the man’s cold eyes. 


Feeling the tension in his body rise, she allowed herself to fall further into his embrace as he 
engaged her in a passionate kiss. Adel was not surprised to find the excitement rise within the 
man again, as their two bodies stood intertwined. However, Sergei Maksimilian suddenly pulled 
away from her, breaking the magic spell between them, and said, “My angel, I...I can’t be 
intimate right now; no matter how much I would like to. I must prepare to receive my guests. 
Please, take your time and meet me later in the reception hall.” With that, he reluctantly turned 


and walked back into the bedroom. 


Adel feigned the appropriately hurt look and nodded as she watched him go; secretly marvelling 
at how completely the man seemed to be under her spell. With him in such a state, she should be 
able to learn much from her Russian bear. 

seakeskokeok 
Ex-Major, Ioanin Rostislav halted his advance on the presidential dacha’s gatehouse to take a 


call on his cell phone, “Shto...? Ya panimayu, spasiba (What...? I understand, thank you).” 


Turning to his assistant, his instructions were succinct, “All the guests have arrived at the airport; 
it won’t be long before they are on their way here. Ensure that our men have their orders: stay 
vigilant, double perimeter patrols and no one gets in or out of the compound without my say so. 


The Bullpup, AK-74 rifles and one dog per patrol should suffice. Understand, Demyan?” 


“Da, Rostislav, gospodin (Yes, Rostislav, Sir),” the younger man said, leaving to pass on the 


orders to the security staff in the gatehouse. 


Ioanin Rostislav was a career soldier and winner of the Distinguished Military Service Medal, 
the FSB. Invalided out of the military after sustaining severe burns during the Chechen 
campaign, the President of Russia personally visited his hospital bedside to offer him the job as 


his Chief of Security; an honour that the ex-soldier dare not refuse. 


Only in his late forties, Rostislav’s disfigurement gave him a much older appearance. He was not 
a tall man, but was barrel-chested with thick, powerful limbs and an agile body and mind. 
Extensive scarring on either side of his head precluded any new hair growth, forcing him to grow 
a short, thick, black mane down the center of his head, extending from his forehead down to his 
collar. Overall, his appearance remained as intimidating as a gorilla spoiling for a fight, but his 
demeanour was that of a leader; earning him the honorific ‘Ioanin the Terrible’ from the men he 


commanded. 


Surveying the front grounds of the retreat, his permanent scowl a sign that he was in a good 
mood, Rostislav reassured himself that all was well. It was time now to alert the President that 
his guests were on their way; Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich’s most anticipated conference of 


the year was about to begin. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


“Behold, I come as a thief...” 


Revelation of St. John: 16:15 


Victor Colvin’s charter landed at Sochi International Airport, and he was glad for the break in 
the tedium. The long, uneventful flight had given him time to think, and think he did. How lucky 
he had been to reconnect with a trusted contact still living in an old, Cold War era apartment 
complex near the center of Moscow. Victor was luckier still to find that she still carried a torch 
for him, and as a sign of faith, had kept the sealed package he had given her so many years ago 
in hopes of his return. Unbeknownst to her, the package was an emergency drop - an extra 
change of clothes, new passports and identification papers and money, lots of money; some of 


which he gave to her as a ‘thank you’. 


Picking up the small Fiat that his Moscow companion had arranged for him, it was not long 
before Victor, now masquerading as Jonathan Rampart, was driving south toward the resort town 
of Sochi. Below him lay the shimmering expanse of the Black Sea and its hectic flurry of 
shipping traffic. To the town’s north and east sat the Caucus Mountains with their verdant, 


forested slopes topped by brilliant snow-capped peaks. 


Coughing its way to the center of town, Victor pointed the vehicle toward Sochi’s southwestern 
edge, and the Russian presidential dacha. His meeting with Adel was long overdue. 

seakeakokeok 
Gardens of the Russian Presidential retreat, Sochi, Russia. 
Higher, and ever higher I soar as powerful updrafts flow beneath my wings. The ground quickly 
recedes and my view explodes into a brilliant panorama where, at this altitude, the air is very thin 


and bitingly crisp. 


My focus remains only on the distant, tiny specks below as I ‘wait on’. My sharp eyesight 
searches for my prey. Earthward, a sudden fluttering, erratic movement, and splash of white that 


careens away from my handlers tells me it is time to act - my quarry is released! 


From tranquil to tense, heart pumping rapidly, I am supplied with the energy I need, as my eyes 
lock onto my target and I fall into ‘the stoop’. I, rushing downward and never wavering, come 
swiftly closer, though the poor creature I am after flies its desperate course in hopes of saving 
itself. The blast of air past my feathers, sliding over my aerodynamic form, sends a charge of 
excitement through every fibre of my being. Flying is what I was born to do! All around me 


becomes a blur as I accelerate my dive and sharpen my perspective on my hapless victim. 


Extending my legs, with talons outstretched and glistening in the sunlight, I prepare for the 
catch. A jog to the left, a sudden right, and a dive up then down; the poor creature I am chasing is 
no match for me. One swift snatch and its fleshy body at first struggles, then falls limp, held fast 
in my secure grip. In sheer exaltation, I push myself higher and then, dropping my speed, move 
in long, languorous arcs across the beautiful blue firmament. Far below I see it raised and 
beckoning, the fist of my master holding my reward for such a fine capture; it is my command to 
descend back toward the Earth. 
seskeakokeok 
“Excellent catch, Prince,” Grigorivich said as he approached Sheikh Badr Bahadur Abd-al- 


Aziz’s small hunting party. 


The falcon settled comfortably on the heavy leather gauntlet protecting the Prince’s left hand, 
while an assistant moved carefully forward to remove the corpse of a snow-white dove from its 
talons. He took great care not to startle the sensitive bird as it tore at a large piece of raw beef 


that Abd-al-Aziz gripped tightly between the fingers of his gauntleted hand. 


“Thank you, Mr. President, yes, she is an excellent hunter — the best I have among my host of 


falcons.” The Sheikh cast an admiring glance over the crow-sized bird. 


Taking a step closer, Grigorivich tried to get a better look at the fine young hunter when she 


suddenly flinched and spread her wings, squawking out her warning not to approach. 


“Please, Mr. President, may I ask you to keep your distance.” The Sheik held his falcon more 
firmly by her jesses, “These birds are highly excitable and appreciate only the proximity of their 


familiars.” 


“Of course, Prince, my apologies,” Grigorivich replied, backing away and giving a sidelong 
glance to his assistant, Ioanin Rostislav. “I’ve come personally to let you know that dinner will 
be in approximately one hour, and that we will assemble in the library for the introductions. I 


hope that all is well with your accommodations?” 


As the Prince made a slight bow, the late afternoon sun caught the silken threads in his dark 
robes and made them glisten. “IJ am most satisfied, Mr. President, with your hospitality towards 


my small party.” 


Rostislav inadvertently grunted aloud upon hearing the word ‘small’ in relation the Abd-al- 
Aziz’s entourage. Twenty-five people in all including the falcon handlers and security detail had 
stretched the dacha’s accommodations to the limit, forcing some of its staff to relinquish their 
rooms and stay in Sochi. A quick, withering glance from Grigorivich forced his officer to look 


down and step further into the background. 


Ignoring the insolence of the employee, Sheikh Abd-al-Aziz turned and handed his noble raptor 
to his nearest falconer. The man accepted it, and immediately placed a small, leather hood over 
the bird’s head that immediately quieted it. The group of falconers then turned and walked back 


to the dacha and the location of the bird’s pen. 


Returning his attention to Grigorivich, who had been watching the handling of the great bird 
with much interest, Abd-al-Aziz continued, “I look forward to your soiree, Mr. President, and 
until then, “May Allah be with you.’” The Prince bowed and then proceeded toward the dacha 
with his security detail in tow and leaving the two Russians alone, standing in the middle of the 


retreat’s extensive gardens. 


Grigorivich glanced at Rostislav, his steel gray eyes narrowing as he cautioned his employee, 
“Toanin, watch yourself around our guests, especially the Prince. To offend any of them now 


would be a great loss to Russia’s coming fortunes!” 


“Da (Yes),” the ex-Major grumbled, and then said, “I’ll double check the outside perimeter of 


the presidential compound, Sir.” 


“Fine, Ioanin, fine, I’m going to change for dinner, then check with you again before I see the 
guests.” 

sesteakokeok 
Sitting high up and well concealed in the foliage of a copse of trees just outside the perimeter 
wall of the Russian President’s compound, Victor Colvin watched intently as the Sheikh’s falcon 
performed its acrobatic display. He also saw the brief exchange between Grigorivich and the 


Prince, and then the departure of the Sheikh and his entourage toward the presidential dacha. 


Comfortably planted on a sturdy branch twenty feet above the ground, Victor relaxed to the 
rhythmic roar of the Black Sea waves as they rolled onto the shore behind him. The salty/sweet 
fragrance of sea air and spring blooms blew gently on the warm northerly breeze, encouraging 
him to remove his jacket and roll up his sleeves. Through the field glasses, he watched as the two 
Russians parted ways. The taller more handsome Grigorivich turned toward the dacha, while 
Ioanin Rostislav moved in the direction of the estate’s rear most perimeter gate, then through it 


to the outer security perimeter. 


Victor followed Rostislav’s movements as the Russian picked his way carefully through the 
thick vegetation that grew outside the high walls of the compound bordering the Park Rivyera. 
While he gazed through the binoculars, the assassin’s mind drifted back to Adel’s last text 
message to the team, “Meet presidential dacha, Sochi, a.s.a.p.” For 48 hours now, she had 


ignored his prompt for more information and he hoped that she was not in any trouble. 


As the Russian security man’s powerful frame made its appearance through a thicket of shrubs, 
Victor carefully picked his way back down from his perch and landed lightly on the ground. It 


was time, he thought; time to get this assignment back on track. 


Ioanin Rostislav continued his walk along the outer wall of the presidential compound, and 
looked for anything suspicious on the park side of the barrier. Grumbling as he clawed his way 
through an unusually tangled group of shrubs, he made a mental note to remind the staff to re-cut 
the security perimeter around the outer wall. He would have some strong words for the grounds 
keeper when he got back inside the compound - a thought that held more relish for him as he 
unexpectedly caught his foot on an exposed root and stumbled out of a thicket and into a 


clearing. 


Rostislav had reached the southernmost point of the presidential compound where its wall jutted 
into the Rivyera Park and was closest to the thicket of trees where Victor Colvin lay hidden. The 
Russian then glanced up to see the position of the perimeter’s cameras, and reassured that they 
would not see him, he quickly ducked into the thicket, while withdrawing his automatic from its 
holster. Cocking his head to one side, the ex-Major swivelled his thick neck, straining to hear 
anything that might be out of the ordinary. The only sounds he heard were the rustling of leaves 
and myriad of bird song in the trees, the roar of the surf on the nearby shore and the occasional 
bark of the security dogs inside the compound. Relaxing his composure, he let the hand holding 


the weapon fall to his side. 


“Hello Ioanin, thanks for coming,” the assassin said, keeping his voice low in case a foot patrol 


on the dacha side of the wall overheard him. 


Startled, Rostislav turned in the direction of the voice, swinging his Taurus 9mm up and pointing 
it in Victor’s direction. Slowly advancing into a pool of sunlight, the shadow disappeared from 
the assassin’s face and the Russian broke into a broad smile of recognition. Holstering his gun, 


he raised his arms and gave a bear hug to Victor Colvin. 


“Hello my friend, it has been a long time since we last met!” he said in a loud whisper, his thick 
accent almost swallowing each word. “It is good to see you looking so well. When I got your 


message I was suspicious...but it’s really you — thank God in all his mercy.” 


“T see you still have the Taurus I gave you — how you like it?” 


Removing it again from the holster, the Russian held the automatic up to the sunlight where its 
brushed metal gleamed. Victor noticed how well the moulded grip seemed to blend with the 


man’s beefy right paw. 


“T don’t go anywhere without it, my friend, it is my lucky charm,” the security man said. “Of all 
the women I have ever known, this is the one that has felt the most natural in my hands; and has 
been the most useful!” He chuckled at his own joke and Victor himself could not help smiling, 


knowing the hell the Russian had been through just to save his own life. 


“T hope you understand Ioanin that I couldn’t stay with you that afternoon, I had to leave before 


your people arrived.” 


“Still Victor,” Rostislav began, leaning heavily on a hard ‘c’ in Victor’s name, “you saved my 
life — that was enough for me. Pulling me out of that fire and leaving me sheltered with this 
sweet mistress...” He caressed the nine-millimeter again then holstered it. “It was enough to 


allow me to protect myself until help arrived. I owe you, my friend.” 


“T couldn’t leave you unprotected, especially with the rebels still crawling all over that village.” 


“Da (Yes)...” Rostislav said, and Victor noticed a wistful expression come into the ex-Major’s 
eyes as he recalled that fiery day in a Chechen battle zone. Victor was there, hired by the Russian 
authorities to take out an important, and heavily guarded enemy general. Stumbling through the 
surreal scene, dodging both friendly and enemy fire, the assassin came across the then Captain 


trapped and semi-conscious in the wreckage of a tank. He had obviously been trying to get out of 


the immobilized vehicle when a second artillery shell pounded it, driving a piece of the metal 


plating through the man’s right thigh and pinning him to the burning hulk of metal. 


On hearing the man’s cries as he struggled to dislodge the shrapnel from his leg, Victor realized 
it would not be long before the fire would do its work and roast the poor fool alive. Jumping onto 
the tank and suffering burns himself for his trouble, he helped the semi-conscious soldier to 


freedom, moving him to a more sheltered spot and away from the battlefield’s main action. 


Quickly patching up the soldier’s wounds as best he could, Victor then left the man with the 
nine-millimeter Taurus and some remaining clips of ammunition. The assassin then disappeared 
into the chaos, never expecting to see this fellow again, but for his own sake, hoping that his 


people would find him before the enemy did. 


Years later, Victor Colvin stumbled onto a news article telling about the man whom he had 
saved so many years ago. It spoke of how Ioanin Rostislav had become not only a war hero of 
Russia, but also the Security Chief to the Russian President; Victor realized he now had an 


important connection to the Kremlin. 

The light was beginning to fade as evening began to draw in on the two men in that copse of 
trees. This suited them fine, though Rostislav knew he did not have much more time — he would 
have to make a final report to the President before the evening’s festivities began. Victor Colvin 
realized as much and went straight to business. 

“Toanin, I contacted you because I need your help.” 

“Name it my friend,” the other man growled. 


“First, do you have a gun for me?” 


In answer, the Russian reached into the small of his back and pulled out a Glock automatic. 


From an inner pocket of his windbreaker, he pulled out a silencer and two magazines of 


ammunition. “I hope you won’t have to use them here,” he said, jerking his thumb in the 


direction of the presidential compound. 


“T agree,” Victor replied, accepting the items. “My primary reason for being here is to contact 


the young woman with whom the Russian President is currently sleeping.” 


“What! That little mink, the one who calls herself Adel Pikantnova, she’s with you?” The ex- 
Major’s eyes brightened in an uncharacteristic show of merriment that Victor would not have 


thought possible for the man. 


“Well yes, in a manner of speaking, she is. I’ve got to see her and I need your help to get me into 


the compound unnoticed.” 


Still chuckling to himself, the Russian held out his hand and wrapped his meaty paw around 
Colvin’s grip. “I owe you my life, my friend,” he repeated, “Others would have left me to burn 


alive in that Chechen Hell-hole, but you risked your own life to get me out...” 


“Technically we were on the same side,” Victor interrupted, “I had an obligation to help...” 
Rostislav cut him short with a wave of his hand. Even in the day’s fading light the assassin could 


see the sincerity blazing in the Russian’s eyes. 


“T must go or they will begin to wonder where I am. Be by the rear gate at eight-o-clock tonight. 
I'll make sure that it is unlocked and the area clear, but it can only be so for five minutes; more 
than that and an alarm will sound!” With that Rostislav gave Victor a final, hearty handshake, 
“Good bye my friend.” Then turned and strode to the edge of the thicket were he stopped, took a 
quick, critical look around and slipped back into the remainder of his perimeter tour. 
sesteakokeok 

Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich’s Boyar inspired mansion on the Black Sea was quiet and 
remote, yet it was also conveniently close to a major airport. He came here when he needed to 
impress important guests and cement deals away from the prying eyes of his political opponents 


and the Russian media. 


White stucco, accented with dark blue trim, wrapped around the building’s exterior walls. The 
roof peaked above each window and entrance, and then rose sharply upward into a pyramidal 
peak that ran the length of the entire building. The roof design allowed excess snow to slide off, 
reducing the weight that the structure had to carry, yet here in the sub-tropical environment 


around the Black Sea it would never be more than ornamentation. 


On either side of the dacha’s grand entrance, as it faced north toward Sochi’s Yegorova Street, 
massive square-stone columns ran up three stories to support the roof. A carved, stone facade 
enwrapped the main entrance and depicted various Boyar tradesmen at work. Grigorivich fancied 
himself a modern day merchant, one of the new breed of Russians that would take the country 
into the twenty-first century and toward renewed power and prosperity for all his compatriots. 
However, the brutality of his advancement up the Russian corporate and political ladder spoke 
volumes about how far the man was willing to go to get what he wanted; humility and fair trade 


were not terms in Grigorivich’s vocabulary. 


David Beneker, in a single breasted, midnight blue suit with matching dress shirt, open at the 
collar, waited impatiently at the foot of the dacha’s grand staircase where it ended in the middle 
of the opulent reception hall. Kristi was taking her sweet time in preparing for her appearance at 
the President’s reception in the library. Glancing at his watch, the young assassin realized that 


they were already five minutes late. 


Rather than worry about a woman over whom he had no control, he decided to occupy himself 
with a survey of the great hall in which he waited. Beneker admired the ornate tapestries that, 
hanging from ceiling to floor along the walls of the hall, depicted scenes from Russia’s 
checkered history. The room’s honey coloured wood floors and panelling glowed in the warm 
light that rained down from three large, hand wrought, crystal chandeliers that dangled from the 
peaked roof way above him. Beneker also noticed that the antique tables and chairs sat in small 


groupings, no doubt to encourage intimate chitchat among the dacha’s guests. 


As serving staff shuffled efficiently in and out of the library to attend to those guests who 
awaited the German Foreign Minister’s arrival, the young assassin thought about those with 
whom Kristi would be negotiating that evening. There was China’s Ambassador and Trade 
Minister, as well as the Middle Eastern representative, Sheikh Abd-al-Aziz and his finance man. 
The Iranian ambassador was present as an observer only, and one Beneker could not figure out, a 
shifty looking United States Senator by the name of Jim McCreasey. He wondered what topic of 


discussion brought such a disparate group of people together under one roof. 


“Well David, fancy you waiting for me rather than making an entrance into the library to meet 
the other guests,” the Baroness said, sauntering down the richly carpeted stairs in a glittering 
burgundy, off-shoulder gown. Her black mink stole shimmered as it caught the chandeliers’ light 


and Beneker noticed she had matched the soles of her platform pumps to the shade of her gown. 


“You are the invited guest this evening, Kristi, not me,” Beneker replied. “They are waiting for 
you - I’m only your escort tonight. Which reminds me, we are now officially fifteen minutes late 
for this reception.” She ignored the tone of frustration in his voice and only smiled; it was her 


custom to let people wait for her. 


Holding out her hand to him as she reached the bottom of the stairs, she stepped off and gave an 
approving nod of her head as she quickly surveyed what he wore. “My, my, simple yet stylish 
and no stuffy tie — good for you my love,” she cooed, giving an extra squeeze of his hand for 


emphasis as she walked beside him. 


“T pack light, so forgot the tie,” he said through clenched teeth. Avoiding the amber glow that 
had sprung up in her hazel eyes, he kept his own eyes on the library, guiding her to its entrance; 
judging from her mood tonight, he thought, the guests haven’t a clue what’s about to hit them. 

ses res 
The night air, blowing gently in from the Black Sea, had grown cooler, cleaner, and more 
comfortable. Victor Colvin, waiting in the nearby shrubs, close to the rear gate of the presidential 
compound, checked the luminous face of his watch and saw the sweep-hand tick the final 


seconds down to the eight-o-clock hour. True to his word, Rostislav temporarily released the 


gate’s locking mechanism and extinguished the rear lamps at that side of the compound’s 


exterior path. 


Moving swiftly now, the assassin stalked through the dappled moonlight to where the gate lay, 
quietly pulling it open and sliding down and against the inside of one of the darkened areas of 
rough stone wall - waiting for his opportunity to continue further into the compound. Victor 
Colvin realized the risk Ioanin Rostislav was taking allowing him to slip into this secure facility; 


it spoke volumes to the assassin about the Russian’s need to pay back his debts. 


Quickly surveying what he could from his vantage point near the gate, Victor saw the vast area 
of field and planted gardens, mostly dark now, but broken at intervals by the amber pools of light 
shed by pathway lamps which dotted the three acre property. In the middle, and lit up to great 
effect making the building look larger than its 50,000 square feet, was the presidential dacha; this 


was Victor’s target. 


Knowing the Russian patrols, the assassin believed that they would confine their walks to open 
ground unless absolutely pressed to go into the underbrush by their dogs. Victor’s only choice 
was to strike out across the property in the most direct route and yet avoid open ground when 
possible. He darted between shadowy hedges, small groves of magnolia palms and plane trees 
and stumbled into hidden, sunken nooks that, during the day, provided for intimate gatherings 


and their accompanying conversations. 


While keeping the well-lit mansion in sight, Victor unexpectedly tripped and sunk one leg into a 
shallow pond that lay in the surrounding darkness of a planting bed. The sound of the splash 
briefly echoed throughout the garden, putting him on edge. Therefore, as he quietly extracted his 
soaking foot and slid into a shadowy section of brush, he took a few moments to wring out his 


wet sock and listen for any patrols that might have heard his mishap. 


A rattle and growl of a dog on a chain and the accompanying crunch of boots on gravel told 
Victor that he was indeed going to have company. Tensing, the assassin slid further into the 


shadow of the shrub and pulled out his silenced Glock, hoping not to have to blow his cover this 


early in the operation. The patrol grew closer and Victor heard the two guards conversing quietly 


while their dog grew more restive and vocal as it approached his hiding place. 


Suddenly the German shepherd exploded into a fury of growls and barks and tugged on his chain 


with a ferocity that surprised his handlers. 


“Kto (Who’s there)?” one of the guards demanded. Victor heard both men chamber a round into 


their automatic weapons and he knew that he would have to act fast to avoid becoming a victim. 


“Who’s there?” the man challenged again, but only the gentle sounds of the night and the distant 
rumble of the Black Sea responded. Suddenly, the dog leapt forward, again pulling at his chain - 


barking and growling, straining to attack. “Come out or we'll shoot!” they demanded. 


To Victor’s relief he saw that, although the patrol was a mere fifteen feet from where he knelt, 
their attention was focused away from his hiding place, with the dog pulling after some unseen 
entity in the other direction. The silhouette of the animal stood out against the bright moonlight. 
Though clear now, distant rumbles from approaching thunder signaled to the assassin that soon 


the clouds would roll in from the Black Sea and smother this natural light. 


The pair of guards quickly conferred and then Victor heard the click of a clip as they released the 
dog from its chain, allowing it a chance to flush out its quarry. One of the guards then shouted 
out a command, and in the next moment, the area was awash in an icy glow from the east 
watchtower’s search light. Colvin’s dark circle of shrubs remained in shadow, but the area 
bordering it lay bathed in the silver light of the powerful lamp. While the guards waited for their 
dog to search his surroundings, they stood and listened attentively for any possible sign of an 


intruder. 


Continuing to thrash about in the underbrush, with the plants swaying as he tore past them, the 
only sound that the shepherd emitted was his excited growl. The assassin noticed that the 


handlers were having a hard time following their dog’s movements. 


A plaintive, high-pitched squeal split the night air as a jackrabbit flew from its cover and into the 
search light’s beam, attempting an escape from the jaws of its pursuer. It dodged back and forth, 
evading the desperate German shepherd that lay close on its tail. Finally, it plunged back into a 


darkened area of the garden. 


Victor Colvin saw the younger of the two guards raise his automatic rifle, preparing to fire, but 
the older companion placed his hand on the younger man’s weapon, pushing the muzzle toward 
the ground. “Fool, put away the weapon, this is not the time to go hunting; we’ll have much to 


answer for if we ruin the President’s evening party,” Victor heard the older guard say. 


“Rabbit — it’s just a rabbit!” the guard shouted out to the other patrols that were within earshot. 
With a whistle, the German shepherd bounded back into the pool of cold white light, the corpse 
of the rabbit limp and bleeding between its jaws. Chuckling over the false alarm and the 
impertinence of their dog, they reconnected his chain, removed the lifeless body of the rabbit 
from its mouth, and tossed it into the shrubs where Victor lay watching. The assassin made a 


slight grimace as the corpse plopped down only a few feet from where he knelt. 


As the patrol moved on and the tower lamp extinguished, Victor quietly rose and quickened his 
advance toward the mansion, trying to make up for the lost time. Before long, he was studying 
the expansive rear terrace of the mansion, in the middle of which stood yet another two guards 


and their dog! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


“Oh! Think what anxious moments pass between 
The birth of plots, and their last fatal periods...” 
Addison: Cato, Act 1 Sc. 2 


German Chancellor’s office, Bundeskanzleramt (Chancellery), Berlin. 

Night was already three hours old and the last of the government staff had gone home for the 
evening. However, lights stilled glowed from the top floor windows of the Chancellor’s office in 
Berlin’s Chancellery building as the leader attempted to play catch-up with her paperwork. 
While the amber pools cast by the table lamps in the room pushed the shadows into the distant 
corners, a television, sitting against the wall just in front and to the left of the desk, quietly rattled 
on with the evening’s news. Suzanne Kreuz, the diminutive yet indomitable leader of Germany’s 
coalition government, seemed oblivious to what flashed across its screen as she reviewed, sorted, 


and signed document after document from a hefty pile in her in-box on her desk. 


“| .In further European news, British police have identified the charred remains found in a burnt 
out SUV, hidden on a farm property just north of London, as those belonging to the 
archaeologist and academic, Doctor Jason Pritchard. Doctor Pritchard went missing in fall of 
last year. He worked for the British Museum in London. Pritchard was transporting a cache of 
artifacts from the Durrington Walls excavation near Stonehenge to the museum’s lab for 


analysis and safe storage on the day he disappeared. 


“Chief Inspector MacSwain of New Scotland Yard, who heads the ongoing investigation, has 
said that no ransom demand was ever made, but that they still hadn’t ruled out kidnapping until 
last week’s discovery of the body. The evidence now clearly points to a homicide and theft, since 
the artifacts that Doctor Pritchard was transporting are still missing. The police are not saying 
what these missing artifacts are, and officials at the British Museum are being equally tight- 


lipped. 


“Now in local news, protests have continued in Berlin and spread to other major cities 
throughout Germany as both the public and opposition politicians call for the ouster of 


J 


Chancellor Kreuz...’ 


A firm rap on Kreuz’s door attracted her attention, and upon saying, “Come”, the sinewy and 
dignified frame of her closest advisor, Gerhard Zweck quietly strode into the room. As he made 
an ever so slight bow in greeting to his boss, his brows knitted and lips pursed at seeing the ashen 
complexion she wore; it was his job to worry about her well-being while she seemed too busy to 
care. Zweck lowered himself into one of the two armchairs that sat opposite the Chancellor and 
noted the news story of the unrest in Germany playing out on the television. Prudently, he 


decided he would avoid this topic unless she herself wished to discuss it. 


“How was your appointment today, Madam Chancellor?” he asked. 


Using the remote control to turn off the chatter coming from the television she took a few slow 
breaths in and out before replying, “For God’s sake, Gerhard, it’s after office hours, we’re all 
alone and we happen to be old friends! Please drop the formalities, Susanne will be fine.” Kreuz 


grimaced and her hand went to massage an area just above her heart. 


Her friend only nodded, his carefully combed, silver hair glowing in the amber light of the 


desk’s lamp. 


“The doctor’s test confirmed what I had suspected; my heart is not what it once was. I seem to be 


suffering from something the doctors call angina pectoris, restricted oxygen to the heart.” 


“Tt’s treatable, no doubt?” 


“Yes, Gerhard, treatable, but it will likely involve surgery.” The Chancellor removed her 
spectacles and rubbed her tired eyes with the palms of her hands. “Apparently some more tests 
need to be done to determine just how narrow my arteries have become, but surgery will be 


inevitable.” 


She settled back into her oversized office chair, “In the meantime, I’m told the usual — get lots of 


rest, avoid stress, exercise but not strenuously, and change my diet to something ‘heart healthy’. 


Christ, Gerhard, I’m the Chancellor of Germany, when do I have time to relax or watch what I 


eat?” 


Gerhard Zweck watched while she shrugged helplessly, and then shut her eyes as she leaned 
back in her chair. Quietly, he continued, “I don’t suppose it would do any good to ask you to 
delegate more of your duties to your junior ministers, or even the Federal Chancellery Chief?” 
Kreuz looked toward Zweck and she saw that her friend’s warm, brown eyes reflected the 


rhetorical nature of his question. 


“Well,” she began, “it seems that my Foreign Minister has already taken it upon herself to 
conduct the German government’s business without conferring with the rest of her colleagues. 
You don’t suggest that I allow all of my other ministers to do the same and then I just go off on 
holiday, do you Gerhard?” A smile crossed her lips and she reached out to him, placing her 


hands upon her friend’s as they lay on the desktop; their coldness alarmed Zweck. 


“T don’t believe that anyone knew of the Baroness’ plans to visit Russia to see her friend Sergei 


Grigorivich. The nature of this trip is also unknown.” he replied. 


“Tt is embarrassing to say the least,” Kreuz said, again leaning back into the comfortable 
embrace of her office chair. “To find out about my Foreign Minister’s unusual trip from de 


Longville - before I knew of it myself — how humiliating!” 


Zweck noted some colour come to her cheeks as she recounted her meeting with the European 


Union President. 


“We have to make sure, Gerhard, that as soon as she’s back on German soil, that she comes to 
my office. I want a full debriefing of what she was up to with the Russian President. You have 
put out a call for her return, haven’t you?” Kreuz’s soft gray eyes narrowed, anticipating the 
heated talk she would have with her Foreign Minister once the renegade politician returned to 


Berlin. 


“T have, yes, but there is still no reply, so I have no idea when she intends to return to Germany. 
Would you, Susanne, also consider restricting her powers and duties until we find out exactly 


what she’s up to?” The advisor relished the opportunity to clip this Foreign Minister’s wings. 


“Put together a list of the things that I can do to keep von Sonnenfinsternis in check and give it to 
me by the end of the day tomorrow,” Kreuz said. “It’s time I took back control of this 


government, minority coalition or no.” 


“Now, what are you going to do about your doctor’s advice?” 


“T’ll see, Gerhard, but you know that this job doesn’t allow for much rest. I’ve got a country to 
run and so my personal issues will have to wait...for now.” She raised a reassuring hand, as she 


saw him about to protest. 


Chancellor Susanne Kreuz thrilled at the thought of reasserting her authority over what she saw 
as a rogue minister with a growing band of adherents. Nevertheless, the emotion put an 
unexpected strain on her heart, and again she massaged a painful area of her chest. At Zweck’s 
gentle insistence, she agreed to call it a night and accompany him out of the Chancellery. While 
they walked, he quietly worried that, if she was not better to herself, she would not make it to the 
end of her political term. 
seas akeok 

Presidential Retreat, Sochi, Russia - same time. 

Adel, attired in a floral print dress, contrasting black blazer, and black satin pumps, did a last 
shake of her chestnut mane. Striding into the library, she slid up quietly next to Sergei 
Maximilian Grigorivich and took his arm. The Russian President, speaking with the Chinese 
ambassador, took a moment to pass an admiring glance in her direction, and then introduced her. 
It pleased him to think that her presence at his side would produce a favourable impression on 


his guests. 


Abruptly, the double doors of the vast library opened and the last of the night’s guests walked 
through. A tall, dark, slightly melancholy, but handsome young man attracted Adel’s attention 


first, and though she did not recognize him, his companion was another story. The woman on his 
arm, with her haughty demeanor, pouty lips, and fiery amber/green eyes could only be the 
infamous Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis. Yes, the woman was stunning, almost diabolically so, 
with her athletic build, heart-shaped face, perfect skin and long auburn hair. Here was a woman 
with looks, poise and power, who had just, as the young Czech couldn’t help but notice, attracted 
all of the alpha males in the room - not the least of which was her own prize, the Russian 


President. 


Adel internally struggled to regain her composure, as she realized that she had lost her advantage 
within the group of men; another woman having stolen the attention she had initially enjoyed. 
However, to remain positive, she reminded herself that she was on assignment, not a social. 
seskeakokeok 

Ioanin Rostislav hung back at the periphery of the library, away from the socializing and the 
sharp eyes of his boss, the Russian President. Watching as the presence of the Baroness pulled 
the men away from Grigorivich’s companion, Rostislav bided his time until the ‘little Czech 
mink’ was on her own and then acted. Walking over to a table that held Champaign flutes and 
lavish hors d’ oeuvres, the security man picked up a couple of glasses, placed them on a tray and 
proceeded in Adel’s direction, hoping to intercept her before she connected with someone else - 


he needed to alert her to Victor’s presence. 


As he approached the young woman, he noted that she feigned interest in a bookcase filled with 
rare first editions of some of Russia’s greatest authors. Yet her body language told him that she 


remained distracted with what was going on in the room. 


“Champaign, Madam?” Rostislav asked, as he offered the tray with the flutes of sparkling wine. 
He attempted to smooth out the gruffness in his voice, and bowed only slightly in deference; he 


needed to gain her trust. 


Turning to see who addressed her, Adel faced the powerfully built man whose muscular limbs 
stretched his ill-fitting black suit. Though not repulsive in appearance, she knew this fellow 


would not win any beauty contests with his grizzled features and scarred head, topped with the 


shock of black hair running down its center to the top of a starched white shirt collar. Sizing him 
up, the words ‘dangerous’ and ‘social inept’ sprang to her mind, but for the Chief of Security to 


the Russian President, he likely didn’t need to be all that sociable. 


“Thank you, I will” Adel said graciously, smiling at the man as she took one of the glasses. 
“TIsn’t it unusual for someone as important as you are to the President’s safety to help out the 


serving staff during these types of affairs, or are you undercover?” she asked slyly. 


The Russian chuckled lightly, his mouth pursing into a half smile at her jest. Then, as his face 
grew serious again, he stepped into her comfort zone and whispered, “Madam, Victor Colvin is 


on the grounds and is looking to meet with you.” 


Alarmed, Adel stepped backward then asked, “What — tonight? Where is he?” 


Out of the corner of his eye, Rostislav saw someone approaching so he kept his response brief, 
“T’1l do what I can to help you.” With that said, he turned and strode away. 

seskeakakeok 
“Hello Ms. Pikantnova, may I join you? My name is David Beneker and I feel the odd man out at 
the moment.” The man nodded in the direction of the diplomatic gathering going on where the 


Baroness stood. His rueful smile, dark eyes and light accent pleased the young Czech. 


Putting news of Colvin’s sudden arrival out of her mind, she decided to enjoy this fellow’s 
company for the time being, until an opportunity arrived for her to slip away and do some 


snooping on her own. 


“Tt would be a pleasure,” she said, smiling brightly. What was a handsome fellow like this doing 


with a witch like Kristi, Adel wondered. 


The young man settled next to her, glancing up at the vast collection of first editions sitting on a 


bookshelf behind Adel, “Nice place you and the President have,” he said over his shoulder, “Do 


you do a lot of entertaining here?” She realized that Beneker was, as the other guests likely were, 


under the understandable misapprehension that they were an item. 


The awkwardness of her predicament suddenly dawned on her when she realized she had 
forgotten to make up a plausible backstory. What was her relationship to the President exactly - 
consort, concubine, escort? How was she to explain this to the guests? She was glad she could 


practice on Beneker; he seemed to be the understanding type. 


“T couldn’t say...I only just began dating Sergei...that is, the President a week ago,” she 
stammered, then glanced in the direction of the French doors that led out to the south terrace of 
the dacha. Something out of the corner of her eye had caught her attention, something that 
looked like a face, floating in the darkness on the other side of the glass, but instantly it was 


gone. Was that Victor Colvin? Worse luck still, Beneker seemed to have spotted it too. 


“Excuse me,” he said, occupied with what had caught his attention, “I think Ill step out for a bit 


of air; care to join me?” 


Realizing that this might be a perfect opportunity to confirm Victor’s presence, Adel accepted 
his extended arm and the two strolled into the cool moonlight beyond the French doors. 

seskeakokeok 
The thunder of the approaching storm ripped the silence of the evening, while churning clouds 
now threw the grounds into a deep gloom. Nestled against the short wall and blocked from view 
by a hedge, Victor Colvin watched as the two Russian guards and their dog continued on their 


patrol. 


Colvin hoped the guard team would finish their terrace recon quickly, so he could peek into the 
lit room on the dacha’s south side and determine who might be there. Instead, the security team’s 
indistinct conversation grew louder and now the assassin could hear their approaching footfall 


and the panting of their dog. 


Bringing out the gun from his jacket pocket for a second time, he pondered his plan of attack in 


case they spotted him; first take out the dog and then in quick succession the two guards. 


Fortune, however, was in his favour as he heard the voice of Ioanin Rostislav calling out to his 
men. The security chief had exited onto the terrace from one of the dacha’s dark rooms. With a 
brief command, the guards and their dog made an about face and followed Rostislav away from 


the terrace and toward the front of the estate. 


Now free to approach the building, Victor made his move, maintaining a low profile and 
sprinting toward the room from which Rostislav exited. To his delight, he noticed that the 


Russian had left the French door to this room ajar. 


Glancing quickly into the lit room next door, the assassin noticed the cluster of men and one 
woman conversing at opposite end of the library, all dressed in eveningwear, while closer to the 
terrace windows stood his female contact and an unidentified male. “Strike two,” he mumbled, 
his instincts unconsciously taking over. There was something about Adel’s dark haired 
companion, the way he stood, his profile, the line of his shoulders that gave Victor the feeling 


he’d seen this fellow before — but where? 


He would have to make contact with Adel later, when he could catch the young Czech alone. 
Turning away from the library windows, Victor quickly slipped into the darkened room, and 
silently closed the terrace door behind him. While moving deeper into the shadows, he paused 
briefly to listen to the muffled chatter coming from the guests in the library. Trusting he would 
be undisturbed, he flipped on his flashlight to begin a systematic search for any clues that could 
help him find Doctor Ahu Eser. The beam picked out a large desk at the far end of the room, 
facing the terrace windows, and Victor decided to start his search there. 
sesteakokeok 

Beneker held the library’s French door open for the young woman, allowing her to pass through 
to the south terrace. As the two stood together in the cool night air, they welcomed the change 
from the stuffy pompousness that infused the atmosphere inside. In the distance, lightening 


flashed across the cloudy sky. 


The young assassin swept a critical eye over the semi-darkened terrace, hoping to spot that face 
he had seen from inside the library. If he had really seen something, maybe it had only been one 
of the guards on patrol. Putting the thought out of his mind, he turned to Adel and asked, “How 


long had you known the Russian President, that is, before you started dating him?” 


“TIsn’t that a rather personal question?” she replied, without looking at him. The Black Sea in the 


murky distance held her attention, with its bobbing lights of passing ship traffic. “How long have 


you worked for the German Foreign Minister?” she asked, thinking one personal question 


deserved another. 


Although he liked the woman, Beneker felt it best to remain circumspect with whatever he said. 


“Not long,” he finally replied. 


“Difficult?” 


“Sorry, I don’t under...” he began. 


“Ts she difficult? You know, woman in a man’s world and all that?” 


“Perhaps difficult is an understatement...” he started to say, but the appearance of the Baroness 


von Sonnenfinsternis cut his explanation short. 


Kristi hailed them, her slender silhouette framed by the French doors. “Well isn’t this nice, 
David, you found yourself a friend!” she chided, “You both can come in now, dinner is being 
served.” Beneker bit his tongue; he had known Kristi long enough to tell when she was reacting 


jealously and he did not wish to provoke her further for the other woman’s sake. 


As they approached the Baroness, Beneker swept a left hand toward the terrace door, a subtle 


motion for Adel to precede him into the library. The Czech obliged and both women exchanged 


the briefest of glances. Adel’s hazel eyes were no match for the unnatural, amber flames that 
flickered in Kristi’s perfect visage; a face whose eyes Adel could see, held the veiled warning — 


stay away from David Beneker, he is mine! 


Beneker, following behind Kristi, took a last, quick glance around the terrace and as far to the 
south as the night would allow — still nothing! Puzzled, he shook his head and turned his 
attention back to the library, closing the French door behind. 
seskeakakeok 

Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich settled himself comfortably into the overstuffed armchair at the 
head of a long mahogany dining table. Grigorivich’s staff showed the guests to their places and 
Adel found that she had Beneker as her companion; to their left sat the Iranian ambassador. The 
Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis sat at the place of honour at the far end of the table, likely for the 
Russian President's benefit, since he sat across from her. The United States senator and the 
Chinese dignitaries sat to Grigorivich’s left-hand side, while the Sheikh, Abd-al-Aziz, occupied 
the spot on the President’s right side. 


A celebratory mood predominated as the first course, Shehi, a spicy beef and cabbage soup, 


appeared. 


“You have a most beautiful home,” the Sheikh said, as he took a sip from his crystal tumbler. 
“The sea air, temperate climate, and quiet surroundings must be a welcome tonic from 


commanding a country as complex as Russia.” 


“Yes Sheikh,” the President said, “if I need to ensure the success of any important venture, I do 
the negotiating here. If I need to unwind, I come here — my family has called this dacha home for 
centuries.” The Russian’s pride glowed in his features as he took a moment to survey the room in 
which they sat; high, ornate ceilings, delicate antique furniture, intricately carved mouldings, 
stuccoed walls, and rich drapery covered the windows. As an added touch, the President had 
installed expensive copies of priceless works of art depicting hunting scenes and culinary 


themes, hung throughout the room for the enjoyment of his diners. 


The Chinese ambassador cleared his throat and politely inserted himself into the conversation, 
“Might we get back to the discussions that we started in the library?” he asked. His Trade 


Minister and the Iranian nodded their support. 


While one servant refreshed the guest’s drinks, others served the second course, jellied veal in 


spices and Pelmani, or beef and lamb dumplings. 


“T wonder,” the Sheikh began, “exactly how supportive your respective countries will be in 
backing the Middle East’s cause for Israeli expulsion from the Asian continent?” The indubitable 
leader of the Arab League cast his gaze over his dinner companions, challenging them to either 


refute or confirm his doubts. 


“Leave Europe to me, dear Prince,” said the Baroness, setting down her wine glass. “Germany is 
the undeniable head of the European Union, and I will be the indisputable leader of the German 
people in the not too distant future.” A self-serving smile crept across her face as she leaned back 
in her chair. The Arab leader felt that her air of confidence and direct eye contact would have 
earned her condemnation, possibly even a death sentence, if she had been living in his male 


dominated world. 


“But your Chancellor, Kreuz, is in line with the American President’s view that Israel is an ally. 
Kreuz has at least two more years in her mandate, how do you propose to change your 
government’s opinion of Israel in order to help your cause here tonight?” asked Senator 


McCreasey. 


“You’ve seen the news reports, heard the polls; the people of Germany are tired of a center-left 
Chancellor and are ripe for a change. Europe too, is moving in a conservative direction. I am the 
one favoured to replace Kreuz and if something should happen so that she cannot finish her 
mandate...” Kristi left the rest unsaid, but the look in her surreal amber eyes spoke volumes. The 
rest at the table realized that this woman was planning something that would involve the 


overthrow of her present Chancellor. 


“A bold assertion, Baroness, but what proof do we have of your ability to replace Chancellor 


Kreuz?” the Chinese ambassador challenged. 


“T have the growing support of members in this coalition government,” Kristi replied, her tone 
growing icy as she surveyed those at the table, “and once the present Chancellor is out of the 
way, I will be elected as her successor. My government will then institute a foreign policy that 


will align itself with our neighbors to the East...” 


“Ah, that sounds so quaint, my dear Kristi,” Grigorivich interrupted, earning him a withering 
look from his old friend, the Baroness. “My concern is that if Russia and China commit to 
backing the Arab League in their dispute against Israel, but you Europeans abandon us, deciding 
instead to remain loyal to the Americans; this will again throw the Middle East into a stalemate. 
The whole plan hinges on the United States being isolated, left in a minority position within the 
United Nations.” Noting a cold fury that seemed to burn just under the surface of Kristi’s 
demeanor, evidenced by the copper colour glowing within her eyes and her flushed features, 
Grigorivich remained calm, enjoying the chance to stare down this ‘little dragon’. She may have 


proved herself in business, but just how good was she at the dirty game of politics, he mused? 


McCreasey chuckled at the mild dressing down that the Baroness, ‘who would be queen,’ got at 
the hands of their host, and for his trouble he too received a flash of her scarlet eyes. “Just why 
are you here, Senator?” she asked acerbically, “What could you possibly bring to this meeting 


tonight?” 


Though put off by the woman’s odd glare, he replied, “I come at the gracious invitation of 
Sergei.” The Senator nodded in Grigorivich’s direction and the other smiled back in 
acknowledgement. “Just in case you haven’t been watching the American news, the President’s 
foreign policy isn’t too popular at home either; America is turning conservative. In fact, most 
would prefer a more isolationist policy, which, if by chance meant leaving Israel to its own fate, 
then so be it.” The Senator waited while the serving staff removed the dishes and he took a swig 


from his wine glass. Continuing, he said, “I don’t think it would take very much for me and my 


colleagues to convince the American government of the folly of pandering to Israeli concerns; 


especially if the topic of Mid-East oil is brought to the table...” 


Finally, the Russian President put up a hand, “Enough, please Senator and Baroness, I have been 
a terrible host in allowing such talk to spoil what was to be an enjoyable repast.” Turning to the 


Sheikh, he added, “I especially beg your pardon...” 


Graciously, the Sheikh waved off the apology. In response, he suggested that Grigorivich speak 


about the esteemed history of his family and their rise in Russian society. 


“Tf all are willing, I would be glad to do so,” the host replied and saw no opposition from the 


guests at the table. 


As Sergei Grigorivich started in on his favourite topic of conversation, himself, Adel felt that it 
was time to go. Rising, she quietly excused herself and left the dining room — barely noticed by 
all except Beneker. It was time, she thought, to find Victor Colvin. 

seats ako 
Moving swiftly to the desktop, the assassin used his small Maglite to scan the items neatly 
placed around its surface. To his delight, Victor found that the Russian President had been 
reviewing the backgrounds of all of his guests, and that files on these people lay stacked in front 


of the chair. 


Victor Colvin worked quickly, leafing through each file, skimming the information to see if there 
was any connection to Ahu. He discounted the United States Senator, the two Chinese diplomats 
and the Iranian in quick succession. However, in the file of the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis, 
he found a sheet of paper that piqued his interest; the information came from an old newspaper 


article. 


Suddenly, a security team wandered onto the terrace near the study’s windows, forcing Colvin to 
extinguish his light before he could fully appreciate what was on the page he’d found. From his 


vantage point, peeking around the corner of the desk, the assassin saw the men stop briefly in 


front of the study and one removed a cigarette and lighter while the other yanked on the dog’s 
chain to keep the eager canine in place. Once the smoker had his cigarette lit, the two men 
resumed their conversation and continued their traverse across the terrace with the dog leading 


the way. There was not even a glance in the direction of the darkened room. 


Assured that they were well away from the windows of the study, Victor rose and flicked on the 
Maglite again, pouring through the rest of the Baroness’ file. In both the biography and separate 
supporting documents, he found that the German Foreign Minister had a zealous interest in 
archaeology. He read that she had gone to school with the intention of pursuing that avenue of 
study, but the unexpected death of her father forced her to graduate with a degree in business. 
Despite long hours at the helm of Sunrise industries, her passion for collecting artifacts and 
attending archaeological conferences continued as her schedule allowed. Finding a page that 
mentioned the location of the Baroness’ family estate in Germany, and where it housed her 
extensive antiquities collection, Victor pocketed the paper and closed the file; setting it aside in 


order to scan the remaining documents on the desk. 


The last file was on the Arab Sheikh, Abd-al-Aziz, and only outlined a wealthy, Western- 
educated zealot who appeared to have a growing base of support among member states of the 
Arab League. With his policy of zero-tolerance toward Israel’s presence in the Middle East and 
his open chastisement of the country’s treatment of its neighbours, the Sheikh’s popularity was 
growing by the year. According to the file, he had become the driving force in determining what 
constituted Mid-East policy and if you were Arab, it was dangerous to act contrary to his way of 
thinking. Western nations very quickly realized it would be unwise to leave Abd-al-Aziz out of 


any negotiations when it concerned anything regarding that region of the world. 


The assassin stopped reading as he heard someone approaching the study door by way of the 
library. Extinguishing his Maglite, he pocketed it and slipped silently to the hinged side of the 
study door. Pressing himself against the wall, he carefully removed his silenced, Glock automatic 


and waited for the intruder. 


Someone tried the doorknob and discovered it locked. Then came the sound of the lock being 
picked and Victor knew he was dealing with a professional. With a click, the lock released its 


hold and the person twisted the knob, slowly pushing the door open into the darkness of the 


room. 


Next, a slim female figure furtively walked through the open door and into the study’s darkness. 
Victor waited until the woman turned and began to close the door, and then he made his move. 


Stepping forward, gun raised, he whispered loudly, “Don’t move, or you’re dead!” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


“Take time to deliberate, but when the time for action comes, 
stop thinking and go in.” 


Napoleon Bonaparte 


With dinner at an end, Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich and his guests moved to the adjacent 
drawing room to continue to hone the finer details of their negotiations. David Beneker excused 
himself, and headed towards the cool night air on the dacha’s south terrace. Walking again 
through the library, now subdued with the ambience thrown off by scattered table lamps, he 
reflected on the conversation he had just heard from the guests at dinner; a crazy scheme of 
monopolizing Middle East oil and politically isolating Israel. He appreciated that if left 
unchecked, these people really meant to bring the region to the brink of a full-blown war, with 
the added hope of forcing the West to intervene. He realized too, that Kristi anticipated leading 


the European superpower when this time came. 


As he stepped past the ornately carved bookcases, Beneker abruptly stopped and cocked his head 

to one side. What had he heard? Muffled conversation, but from where — outside, on the terrace? 

No, the voices seemed closer, nearer to where he stood. To his right and just ahead was a door 

positioned between two massive bookcases. This door stood ajar and the room beyond lay in 

darkness; quietly he approached, trying to avoid throwing his shadow across the open doorway. 
sesteakakeok 

“Don’t move or you’re dead,” whispered Victor Colvin, training his Glock automatic on the slim 


shadow in front of him. 
Adel, recognizing the voice that addressed her, said softly, “Mr. Colvin, put down your weapon. 
It’s me, Adel.” She turned in his direction and a sliver of light from the adjoining library fell 


across her face; Victor lowered the weapon. 


“We’ve got to go, Adel. It’s time to get out of Russia,” he said firmly, keeping his voice low. 


“What, with me in high heels and a cocktail dress? How far do you think I’d get dressed like 
this?” She moved closer to him and continued, “Besides, I haven’t discovered where your 


girlfriend is yet, or who has her.” 


“Forget it. I had time to search Grigorivich’s desk just now and discovered that he had been 


reviewing his dinner guests’ lives. All of them except the Baroness are unimportant.” 


“Really, so Brendon was right to think that we would find Doctor Eser’s kidnapper here?” Adel 


remained focused on Victor’s dark figure as it stood out against the study’s terrace windows. 
“Germany’s Foreign Minister seems to have a penchant for amateur archaeology,” he continued, 
“and she keeps a private museum at her family’s estate just north of Berlin. According to those in 


the know, her collection of artifacts is extensive and in some cases very rare.” 


“So, it’s our little red-eyed witch,” said the young woman, “I disliked her from the moment I saw 


her!” Even in a whisper, Victor Colvin could hear the contempt in her tone. 


“Look, Adel, you’ve got to leave here as soon as you can. It’s no longer safe for you.” 


“As long as the Russian President doesn’t suspect anything, I'll be fine; thanks for your 


concern,” she replied curtly. ““You’re headed to her estate I take it?” 


“Yes, I’ve taken a page from the file with the details and an address.” 


“Then I'll follow as soon as I can, perhaps in a few days - trust me, I'll be there! Pll give my 


Russian bear the bad news tomorrow.” 


Her voice was confident, her decision final and trying to argue further would have only wasted 
precious time. Before he could say a final farewell however, she strode up to him, placed her 


hand on his arm, and asked softly, “How’s Irish? Is he somewhere close by?” 


The silence that followed Adel’s question was deafening and the delay in Victor’s answer spoke 
volumes. He could hear the pain in her voice as she asked, “What’s happened to Brendan, Mr. 


Colvin?” 


“He’s dead, Adel, a car accident...” 


She let out a gentle cry of despair, but before he could try to comfort her, they heard a gruff 
voice in a thick Russian accent come from the opposite side of the door; Victor recognized it as 
belonging to Ioanin Rostislav. The simultaneous illumination of the library’s overhead lamps 


poured more light through the chink in the study door. 


Grabbing Adel’s arm, Victor pulled her in the direction of the terrace door and this time she 
offered no resistance. 

ses res 
David Beneker, approaching the study door, was about to push it open when a voice shattered the 


quiet of the room, startling the younger man and stopping him in his tracks. 


“Mr. Beneker, may I ask what you are doing here, Sir?” Ioanin Rostislav bellowed as he stood at 
the entrance to the library. The security man flicked a switch and the room’s overhead lamps 


pushed the intimacy of the semidarkness away. 

Temporarily at a loss for words, the German decided to remain quiet. 

“That room you are about to enter, Mr. Beneker, is out of bounds to guests; it is the President’s 
study,” Rostislav said. The Russian had two of his security men flanking him and neither one 


looked as if they were glad to see the German. 


“Sorry, but I thought I heard someone in this room,” he replied, pointing to the study. “I thought 
that I’d investigate...” 


“Impossible, Sir, there are no guests in this part of the dacha. All have moved to the drawing 


room.” The three men approached Beneker, Rostislav sizing up the younger man. 


“T thought that maybe it was Ms. Pikantnova, I wanted to...” 


“She is behind you, Sir,” was the Russian’s curt reply. 


Adel sauntered in from the terrace and sidled up to David Beneker, entwining her arm into his. 


“Tt’s chilly tonight, Mr. Beneker,” she said, smiling up at him, “perhaps you’d be kind enough to 


warm me with your company?” 


He gave her a sidelong glance and then turned his attention back to the Russians in front of him. 
“Well, I guess I was wrong!” he conceded, though he knew his instincts were otherwise. “We’ll 
wait here for the others to finish their discussions, if that’s okay with you Rostislav.” The other 
man only grunted in the affirmative. “Any chance at getting some drinks sent here for the two of 


us? I’m sure the young lady could use something to warm her up.” 


“T’ll see what I can do, Mr. Beneker,” Rostislav growled, then turned to his men and gave a curt 
command. One of the goons grabbed the handle of the study door, pulling it shut, and confirmed 
that it was locked. The three men then wheeled around and exited the library, leaving David and 
Adel alone. 
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Staying low, Victor Colvin moved in a zigzag pattern to keep well within the shadows of the 
garden. Where possible, he ducked into a high hedge or down into a swale to avoid one of two 
searchlights that swept the dacha’s grounds from towers placed at the eastern and western 
perimeters. He also noticed that the number of patrols had increased; more men, obviously, and 
many wearing the broken camouflage uniforms of the Russian Special Forces, or Spetsnaz. Had 


someone anticipated his visit? 


His primary concern was to exit undetected through the rear gate, the only logical choice since to 
the north, the main entrance to the dacha property, remained too heavily guarded. Victor realized 
that planning an entry into the presidential compound without having planned an equally smooth 
egress had been foolhardy. Had the frustration of having to work as part of a team clouded his 


thinking? 


Continuing his run south, Colvin slipped into copse and perennial bed, secluded sitting area and 
isolated grotto, stopping for a moment in a group of cedars to assess his situation. Lightning 
flashes were intensifying over the Black Sea and the wind and heavy clouds settled across the 


Sochi shoreline, awaiting the might of the storm. 


As he shifted his position to get a better look around, his foot struck something soft; the bundle 
let out a squeal and bolted from its place of hiding nearby. The noise brought Victor’s hiding 
place to the attention of a passing patrol, and the soldiers let loose their shepherd. As the dog 
crashed its way into the brush, the men let out a shout for the tower to highlight the area. The 
terrified rabbit, faced with a savage dog bounding in its direction, suddenly made an abrupt about 


face, and headed straight back to where Victor Colvin lay hidden. 


As the dog came to within twenty feet of where Victor knelt, he caught the man’s scent and gave 
a throaty growl followed by violent barking. Not letting up its pace, the dog pushed on and the 
assassin had no choice but to let out a volley from his silenced Glock; taking the animal down 
with two well-placed shots. The ‘puff’, ‘puff sound as the rounds came through the silencer was 
not what alerted the guards that something was wrong, but the dog’s tortured whine as the bullets 


ripped through its body; it fell dead a few feet from where the assassin knelt. 


“Sasha!” one of the men called. “Sasha, come here girl!” With no answer to their call, and the 
icy glow of the search light now bathing the ground around where they waited, the soldiers 


plunged into the garden from the path. 


Quickly making his move, Victor slipped between the mature trunks of the cedar planting and 


rolled into a low spot on the grounds, a shadowy hollow accentuated by the newly arrived light. 


By this time, the soldiers arrived at the lifeless body of their dog and one of them let off a spray 
of rile fire in a general sweep of the immediate area, hoping to hit the perpetrator of the canine 
assassination. The automatic weapons fire attracted the attention of other patrols, and they began 
their rush to the scene of the action. Victor was temporarily safe but trapped in his hollow and he 
knew it, so as the soldiers shouted to have the search light begin another sweep, the assassin 


rolled out of hiding and crawled toward a better vantage point from which to see his new targets. 


He sent out a volley from his Glock that brought the unsuspecting men down. One of the men 
took a bullet through his armpit, missing his bulletproof vest entirely and he fell dead where he 
stood. Two shots hit the other man in the vest, throwing him down; he lay stunned and 


disoriented. 


The assassin now made his move, running up the slight incline and crouching by the bodies of 
the soldiers. As the search light again swung in his direction, he grabbed one of the men’s AK 74 
machine guns and sprayed the lamp with a ferocious volley, blasting the glass and bulb to pieces 


and throwing the area again into darkness. 


The search light operator opened up in Victor’s direction with return fire, forcing the assassin to 
face-plant behind the men’s bodies. When a lull in the shooting came, Victor decided to return 
the favour, sweeping the AK74 Bullpup high and wide and showering the watchtower in a hail of 
bullets while bleeding his magazine dry. He waited for the return fire, and then when none came, 


decided it was time to leave. 


Shouts of approaching security personnel with their barking dogs let Victor know it was time to 
go, so he threw his spent weapon aside in favour of the second guard’s still loaded, automatic 
rifle. As he picked some extra magazines of ammunition from the dead man’s pockets, the other 
soldier regained his equilibrium and attempted to grab at the assassin as he got up. However, 
Victor, with a swift downward blow of the rifle butt, threw the unfortunate fellow backward and 


bleeding - into oblivion. 


oh 2 2 


Adel Pikantnova and David Beneker were making light conversation when the first shots rang 
out from within the estate grounds. The blast from an automatic weapon, followed by return fire 
and then an overlapping staccato barrage, indicated to them that a firefight had begun. Getting up 
and walking carefully toward the library’s windows, they could just make out the silhouettes of 


men running from the northern edge of the dacha property toward the southern perimeter. 


Grigorivich unexpectedly burst into the library from the Grand Hall saying, “I’m sorry my 
friends, I must insist that the two of you go back to your rooms.” His tuxedo looked dishevelled, 
bow tie hanging askew and his face carried a look of urgency generously mixed with worry. “It 


is for your own safety.” 


Ioanin Rostislav walked up behind Grigorivich with two of his security personnel behind. The 
Baroness also made an appearance at the library entrance, pouting in disapproval at seeing 


Beneker standing next to Adel. 


“All the guests are in their rooms, Sir, except...” Rostislav began, gesturing toward Kristi, and 


then hesitated as Grigorivich silenced him with a wave of his hand. 


With the briefest of nods toward the fracas on the rear grounds, the Russian President sent 
Rostislav and his men out to deal with the security breach. Then turning to Kristi, he said, 
“Baroness, I have asked you politely to go to your room.” His face was dour, the lines defining 
his cheekbones particularly prominent and his balled fists betrayed the inner fury he harboured at 


having his evening ruined. 


“In good time, my dear Sergei,” she replied flippantly, “I’ve just come to collect my companion, 
who I see has been entertaining himself with the hired help while I’ve been working!” The two 
women silently traded cold stares, while Adel concealed thoughts of beating the ego out of the 


woman. 


Beneker could see Kristi’s temper was up with the coppery flames flickering in her hazel eyes. 
Too bad, he thought, he would have preferred to take his chances in the relative uncertainty 


presented by the shooting match outside, than to have to babysit his megalomaniacal friend. 


“We leave for Germany first thing tomorrow, David,” she stated as she turned and strode up the 
grand staircase to her room, with Beneker in her wake. As he left the library, he glanced briefly 
in Adel’s direction and mouthed a, “Good night,” which she acknowledged with a silent nod of 


her head. 


Having witnessed the brief exchange, the Russian President shot a quizzical glance in Adel’s 
direction, but decided to stay mum as he showed her out of the library. He had grown tired of her 
anyway, he thought, tonight would be her last night with him. 
seats akeok 

Victor was close now - very close to the frenzied activity going on by the southern gate; he could 
hear snatches of conversation as the guards mustered before heading out on their patrol. Far 
behind him, others had formed long lines and were sweeping southward in hopes of catching the 
person who had created so much carnage by the east watchtower - lucky for him they had just 


missed their man. 


Suddenly, the assassin felt the air around him roil and throb with a growing maelstrom created 
by a trio of helicopters - dark shadows, approaching from the north. Their thunderous ‘thwap, 
thwap’ deafened him as they flew in low over the presidential mansion, and the largest of the 
three began its descent toward the rear grounds. Glancing up, Victor looked on as the two 
remaining aircraft used their searchlights to sweep the vast property below, narrowly missing his 


hiding place. 


Looking back toward the south perimeter, he saw that there was now a momentary lull in the 
activity. Carefully, he rose from his hiding place and keeping low, ran toward the wall. Victor 
realized his silhouette made him a perfect target as he stepped into the brilliantly lit area, but he 


quickly fled to one of the few pools of shadow he could find at the base of the wall. 


Now a few steps from the south gate, he prepared to push it open when it abruptly flew outward 
and two soldiers lumbered through, their automatic rifles leading the way. Startled by the 
intruder coming out of the shadows, they had no time to react before Victor unleashed a 
generous volley of rounds in their direction that tore into the men’s exposed limbs and Kevlar 
vests, throwing them to the ground. The acrid scent of hot metal and gunpowder filled the 
assassin’s nostrils as he charged toward the gate. Thrusting it open, he abruptly ran into the 


stocky security chief, Ioanin Rostislav. 


If the Russian was surprised, he did not show it, coming nose to muzzle with Victor’s AK74 
Bullpup. He looked first at the rifle, then at the assassin and growled, “Come, we don’t have 


much time. ”’ 


He was right; the burst of weapons fire at the south gate had alerted the other patrols to Victor’s 
whereabouts. Now the line of troops pushing south unchained their dogs, and Victor heard the 
beasts’ excited barking as their run eliminated the distance between themselves and where he 
stood. Reluctantly he turned and sprayed an arc of bullets, taking down three of the brutes, while 


scaring the others long enough for him to get through the gate and push it shut. 


The two climbed onto the Russian’s all-terrain vehicle that idled on the south trail, and then 
Rostislav turned in his saddle to face the gate. He punched a code into his cellphone, and as the 
gate’s lock gave an audible ‘click’, he grunted his approval, saying to Victor, “There, that should 
hold them back for a while.” Facing forward once more, the security chief gunned the ATV’s 
controls and the two shot eastward into the darkness of Rivyera Park, just as one of the small 
attack helicopters flew over the wall and in pursuit. 

ses kesh 
The Russian pilots of a compact Mil M8 helicopter cleared the south perimeter wall and just 
noticed a small, dark vehicle driving without headlights and heading southeast, toward the port 
of Sochi. They gave chase, hoping that their search light would catch the moving form; 
moonlight was scarce now, due to the heavy cloud cover moving northward and preceding the 


thunderstorm. 


Suddenly a barrage of bullets from the ground slammed into the chopper, obliterating its search 
light and lodging into the metal fuselage. The pilot took evasive manoeuvres, veering to the left, 
which nearly cost him his life as another bullet tore through his windshield and embedded itself 


in the roof just above his head. 


Now they had no way of seeing their quarry, who moved with impunity along the darkened 
terrain below, and their helicopter’s engine was making a strange noise accompanied by a 
recurring shudder. How damaged they were was anyone’s guess, but the fliers were not going to 
take a chance and allow their bird to fall out of the sky — killing them in the process. Reluctantly, 
they turned the chopper around, called their comrades to take over, and limped back to Sochi 
airport; quarry one, hunters zero. 
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Rostislav, taking advantage of a momentary lack of pursuer, jogged south, bumping along a 
rough trail to where the southeastern edge of the park met the shores of the Black Sea. As dark as 
the night was, the security man kept the lights of the ATV off, relying on a mental map of the 
property he had formed after many years of patrols. Rain fell steadily now, and the fugitives 
noted that the thunder and lightning were more closely aligned; the sea’s storm was clawing its 


way ashore and likely the worst of it was yet to come. 


Stopping within a cluster of shrubs and wild grasses, partially concealed from the sky above, 
Ioanin Rostislav and Victor Colvin got off the machine and faced each other; the rising wind and 


violent sounds of the nearby surf filled the air. 


“This is as far as I can take you, Victor,” said the Russian. “I must get back and hope that I can 
convince my staff I’d never left the compound.” 

“Why don’t you come with me? What’s keeping you here?” Victor tried to study his friend’s 
face; see if he could catch anything in the glint of his eyes, but the evening was too bleak and the 


man too inscrutable. 


“Unlike you, Victor, I still believe in Mother Russia. By working with the President, I can try to 


make a difference and improve the lot of our people.” 


“Does the President share your goals?” Victor marvelled at the man’s sincerity; a person in his 


position often became jaded merely as a matter of survival. 


“Da (yes), though maybe not with the same zeal,” the man admitted sadly. “Anyway, we must 


part ways and I must see if I can help your ‘little mink’ escape the clutches of my boss.” 


“T appreciate that, Ioanin, any suggestions as to my next move?” 


In answer to the assassin’s question, the Russian pulled out a small set of keys and handed them 
to Victor. “These are for my boat, Cypripedium, birthed in Sochi’s harbour.” Rostislav looked 
toward the Black Sea, shielding his eyes from the rain. “With this storm you shouldn’t have to 
worry about the navy sending out any patrols in pursuit, and it won’t be long before these 
helicopters call off their search too. Just leave the boat in western Istanbul, the harbour master 


will discretely let me know that it has arrived; he’s an old friend.” 


Accepting the keys, Victor replied, “Cypripedium, that’s a strange name for a boat; though I 


guess water craft garner strange monikers all the time.” 


“Tt’s a family of orchids; I cultivate them in my spare time.” Rostislav paused, grunted, then 


continued, “That is, when I have the time!” 


“T never pegged you for a ‘green-thumb’, Ioanin.” 


“Every man needs some activity that will help to sweep away the filth of daily living, Victor; get 
a hobby my friend, and leave this dangerous business of yours.” The Russian grabbed Victor’s 
right hand with both of his, and gave it a firm shake, “I have got to go. I'll send your ‘little mink’ 


back to you safe and sound, my friend.” 


The Russian remounted the ATV and both men briefly turned to look in the direction of the 
dacha. The largest of the three helicopters was now airborne again, its search light ‘winking’ on 


as it joined with the remaining, smaller attack helicopter to search the vast area of Rivyera Park. 


Turning back to Victor Colvin, Rostislav said, “With this growing storm, they won’t be in the air 
long. Take care my friend, may we see each other in more peaceful times!” With that, he was off, 


snaking his way in a roundabout route back to the presidential compound. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


“Thou pausest not in thine allotted task...” 


W.C. Bryant: poem “Night Journey of a River” 


Von Sonnenfinsternis estate, northern-eastern Germany. 


“Aha — there you are Ahu; we have been looking for you everywhere.” 


It was a slight exaggeration on Heather Heath’s part since they were both aware that Doctor Eser 
had been taking walks on the estate’s grounds in order to alleviate her growing irritation at her 


confinement. She sat in the shadow of the estate wall, on a small stone bench. 


“T hate this place,” she said to Heather. “I feel like a bird trapped in a gilded cage — no telephone 
contact and not allowed to leave the property. I am surprised that they let me outside at all. Look 
at all these men around me!” she said, sweeping her arm wide, pointing out the security men 


discreetly placed around the grounds. 


The professor’s wife nodded in sympathy; she truly felt for the doctor. Her husband had 
acknowledged that he had told Ahu of their involvement in her kidnapping, hoping that a 
confession might soften the archaeologist’s enmity towards them. Seeing Ahu’s frustration, 
Heather remained less optimistic than her husband was about their ability to smooth over Ahu 


Eser’s troubled feelings. 


Trying a different approach, Heather said, “I have it on good authority that your son is being 


well looked after by the Patersons...” 


“That’s just it, Heather,” Ahu faced her, sadness clouding her eyes, “someone other than me is 
looking after my son! I have a life that is somewhere else, somewhere far away from this place.” 


Tears rolled down her cheeks and she spent a moment wiping them away with a handkerchief. 


“We too are...” Heather started to say, but stopped short of trying to align her plight with that of 


the doctor’s. 


“You both made your deal and now you’re paying the price!” Ahu raged. “But what deal have I 
made? Why must I remain a captive?” A rosy flush came to the archaeologist’s cheeks as she 
vented on the other woman, her clenched fists shook uncontrollably. “All I want is to get as far 
away from this witch and her place — what gives her the right to steal away my life and keep me 
away from the ones I love?” Ahu straightened up and dried the last of her tears. Heather took a 


seat next to her on the bench. 


The professor’s wife decided to change the subject, “Don received permission to show you the 


real tablets, not just the photos that the two of you have worked on since your arrival.” 


“Do you really think I care about those damn tablets?” she fumed. 


“Ahu, look, Don and I are sorry. Had we known then what we know now, and had we realized 
what hell we would be putting you through for this woman, we would never have agreed to her 
terms. It was so many years ago, how were we to know?” Heather’s voice trailed off; she knew 


not to expect much sympathy from her companion on the bench. 


With a slow shake of her head, a look of resolve slipped back into Ahu Eser’s dark eyes. She 
decided that she would make the best of a bad situation and bide her time and somehow, 
someway, try to escape from this prison. Meanwhile, turning to Heather, Ahu asked, “What took 


so long for the permission to come?” 


A look of relief came into Heather’s face at the archaeologist’s sudden show of interest in the 
artifacts. “It has been hard to get in touch with the Baroness, but Don finally managed to do so 
earlier today.” Heather rose and looked toward Ahu, extending her hand, she said, 
“Come...study the real tablets, so at least you will see why your life has been turned upside- 


down.” 


The archaeologist nodded her acceptance as she ignored the younger woman’s hand, and 


followed her back into the mansion. 


oho ae ek 


Donald Heath’s six-foot-four frame stood bent over a glass display case. With gloved hands, he 
held a ruddy coloured clay tablet. He examined the artifact under a large magnifying lens 
mounted nearby; its light highlighting the inscription incised on the surface, while his puzzled 


expression confirmed that he had no clue what the cuneiform said. 


Heath stood in the Baroness’ private museum, once the mansion’s grand ballroom. Display cases 
hugged three walls, while others at waist height, ran in three rows down its middle. Two stories 
in height, the room was vast and airy, making it difficult, but not impossible to maintain the 
proper temperature and humidity needed to preserve the artifacts from undue atmospheric 
degradation. Floor-to-ceiling windows occupied one side of the room, and had heavy, black 


theatre curtains hung across them to keep out the harmful U.V. rays. 


As the women entered the museum space, Donald Heath looked up and smiled, “Ahu...great, 


thanks for coming! I thought you would like to study the actual tablets.” 


Turning to his wife, he said, “Thanks for finding her, hon.” 


“You’re welcome, now I’Il leave you two alone until dinner.” 


As Heather quietly slipped out, the academic carefully replaced the tablet onto its black velvet 
cushion. He took a moment to watch as the archaeologist slowly criss-crossed the room, keenly 


studying the eclectic array of artifacts housed in the cases. 


In addition to the thirty cuneiform tablets, the cases also held items such as old weapons, papyrus 
and vellum scrolls, pottery, jewelry and innumerable other artifacts. All of these sat neatly 
arranged and labelled. The tablets from Sagalassos and Durrington Walls excavations, however, 
took pride of place, arranged in two of the three rows of cases running down the center of the 


room. 


“These are the tablets from both excavations; the entire compliment?” Ahu asked, finally 


breaking her silence. 


“Both of them, yes — eighteen from Sagalassos and twelve from Durrington Walls.” 


“Why theses empty cases, Don?” she asked, pointing to the third set of display cases. “Does the 
Baroness know something we don’t? Do you think she is aware of another excavation where 


another hoard might be found?” 


Ahu Eser was beginning to think that the Baroness knew more that she was letting on. Having 
studied the photos available to her, Ahu was aware that the cuneiform story was incomplete, that 
there must be other undiscovered tablets, and that their inscriptions would help fill in the missing 
details of a message that she was slowly deciphering. She looked up now, her dark brown eyes 


meeting Heath’s, but her mind remained somewhere else. 


“More undiscovered tablets, yes, that’s my impression,” he said. 


The archaeologist glanced down at Don’s hands, encased in their thin, white cotton sheaths and 
quietly held up her own ungloved hands to him. Heath realized what she was after and quickly 
retrieved a fresh pair of gloves, handing them to Ahu. While she slipped them on, he hesitated 


and then said, “I have a confession to make.” 
“What, another one?” She rested her arms across her chest and leaned against one of the cases, 
waiting for the new revelations to come from the Scot. With each confession, she disliked him 


more. 


“Tt’s about the cuneiform inscriptions,” he admitted sheepishly, “I still haven’t the foggiest idea 


what they say.” 


“Okay...what are you telling me?” 


“Ahu, the other day, when you gave me the clue about polyphones, homophones and 


determinatives in the script, I still haven’t figured out what you mean; this cuneiform has got the 


better of me.” He saw her brows knitting together and a frown forming on her lips, but before she 


could reply, he decided to go on the offensive. 


“Look, I’m a professor of history; I don’t specialize in ancient languages. Kristi got it wrong 


”? 


when she thought I could decipher the cuneiform on these tablets — I can’t 


This confession seemed to confirm the archaeologist’s suspicions; with Donald Heath unable to 
read cuneiform, Kristi needed to call in a heavy hitter. Ahu’s relationship to the Sagalassos 


tablets made her, in the Baroness’ opinion, likely the best person for the translation job. 


“Okay,” she began, “how far back do I have to go in explaining these things? You know that the 


word cuneiform derives from the Latin ‘cuneus’ or wedge-shaped?” 


“Yes, yes,” Heath replied, “because the stylus used in producing the script could only make 


vertical, horizontal, and angled lines — no curves. I know the basics.” 


“And you remember the discussions surrounding the only tablet that I had from Sagalassos? That 
our carbon dating of it brought us to about two thousand years earlier than the earliest known 


samples of cuneiform found at the Warkah dig in what is now Iraq?” 


“Yes, Iruk IV, dated mid 3000’s BCE in the ancient, southern Mesopotamian city of Erech, in 
what was then the Fertile Crescent.” The young academic appreciated the refresher; it had been 
some time since he had been able to discuss the tablets with anyone at all, and it gave him a 


chance to knock the proverbial rust off what he did know. 


Don Heath waited, watching as Ahu Eser stepped between the rows of display cases, looking at 
the tablets housed within. Stopping, she pulled open the cover of one case, and gingerly picked 


up one of the delicate clay specimens with her gloved hands. 


“Any chance that these Sagalassos tablets were tested, to confirm that they were made from the 


same material as those of the Durrington Walls cache?” she asked. 


“That was one of my first priorities,” he replied. “Despite their visual similarities I wanted to 
confirm their connection. With Kristi’s contacts at Berlin’s university, I got some alone time 
with their Scanning Electron Microscope. Both caches were confirmed to have come from the 
same batch of clay, and thermoluminescence dating shows they are from as far back as the 


5000’s BCE.” 


Doctor Eser turned her attention back to the tablet in her hand; examining it through a large, 


mounted magnifying glass that swiveled above the display case. 


“In London, a few years ago, at the archaeological conference my colleagues and I tried to 
interpret the Sagalassos find based only on that one tablet; we didn’t get very far. But in the short 
time that I’ve been here, roughly translating them by looking at their photos, I’ve come up with a 


theory about their meaning.” 


She turned back to Heath, a smile crossing her face, “Tell me what comes to mind when I read 
this: ‘A woman of great power and influence, to whom Ahrimon, also known as Set, god of 
eternal light, will give the sword of righteousness. Her family is ancient and her blood divine. 
She shall inherit the world and form it into a more perfect image...’” She looked up from the 


tablet and awaited his reply. 


“Sounds like some kind of prophecy to me.” 


“Precisely, that quote from Cicero popped into my head after reading this tablet, by way of its 
photograph.” 


“God’s of mortal origin — yes, I think I see where you’re going with this Ahu. Are you 


suggesting some type of lost, Biblical texts like those of the Dead Sea scrolls?” 


“Yes and no, Don, I don’t think that they are related to the Bible. However, that doesn’t mean 
they couldn’t be contemporaneous with its Genesis period. I’m even leaning toward the thought 


that the tablets’ message is genealogical in nature.” 


Heath’s eyebrows shot up in incredulity, “You mean it’s a family tree?” 


“Yes, but not just any family tree. Some of the names on that first Sagalassos tablet were Athom, 
Heosphoras, and Mithras, and Doctor Betty Ward, from U.C.L.A., said that the translation 
reminded her of a Mythraic description about a ‘puerile God, exquisite in form,’ and with ‘eyes 


radiant as the stars.’” Ahu paused to gather her thoughts, leaving Donald Heath restless for more. 


“We thought it could have been, perhaps, a description of the practices of some society who 


worshiped the sun, and therefore the god Lucifer...” 


“You mean the Devil?” Heath interjected. “The symbols on the tablets would make sense then: 


pentacles and swastikas.” 


“That’s right, and my guess is that this genealogy would trace its own Genesis to an ultimate 
Revelation. In other words, a genealogy of Satan’s family tree here on Earth from its beginning 


to its end.” 


“Wow, a whole side of Biblical history that has never been told, that is until the Sagalassos 
cache was discovered. Do you think we have the whole story in front of us?” asked Heath, 


gesturing to the contents of the cases. 
“T don’t know yet, and I won’t know until all of these tablets have been properly translated. 
However, why is the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis so obsessed with them...unless...Don, do 


you think that she believes this is also part of her family tree?” 


“Old creepy eyes — it’s almost cliché to say so...” 


Just then, the door to their room opened wide and the gaunt, pale form of Apollyon made an 
entrance. The hair on the back of Donald Heath’s neck rose and Ahu Eser felt a cold prickling 
sensation all over her body. Both academics involuntarily shuddered, glancing at each other to 


confirm the other’s discomfort. 


“T apologize for the intrusion Doctors, Eser and Heath,” the servant said, performing a slight 
bow. “I just wanted to announce that dinner will be served in thirty minutes.” Apollyon 
continued in a deferential tone, “I can see that you are busy, I shan’t take any more of your 


time.” 


“Fine, thank you Apollyon,” Heath said, “just one thing before you go, though, when do you 


expect the Baroness to return from her trip?” 


As the manservant responded to Heath’s question, Ahu heard Apollyon’s voice come from 
somewhere in the back of her mind, “So, you think that you have discovered the true meaning of 


the tablets, doctor?” 


Looking to where Apollyon stood, she saw him still in conversation with Heath. 


“Yes, [can communicate in multiple ways at once, Doctor, and telepathy, I find, is a particularly 


efficient way,” his voice continued. 


As the men’s conversation ended, the servant glanced toward Ahu giving her a supercilious grin. 
Bowing slightly he said again, “One half of an hour, please.” His thin frame then seemed to glide 


from the room, exiting as quietly as he had entered. 


“Christ, that guy gives me the creeps,” Don said with a shudder. 
seskeskokeok 
A Hawker luxury jet, flying somewhere over Eastern Europe. 
David Beneker sank further into the warm embrace of the soft leather upholstery and allowed the 


dull roar of the jet’s engines to lull him toward sleep. In the rear of the cabin and across the aisle 


sat Kristi, her attention transfixed by a television on the bulkhead that spewed the latest political 
news coming from Germany. With lunch over and its accouterments removed, the only two 


occupants of the aircraft settled back to fill in the rest of the flight as best they could. 


The previous evening’s action at the Russian President’s dacha had robbed all of the guests of 
their sleep; no one was sure whether the shooting would advance toward the mansion and 
threaten the safety of its occupants. Though the threat failed to materialize and the mysterious 
assailant managed to escape, Sergei Maksimilian Grigorivich could not convince his skittish 
company to stay another night. Therefore, after serving a hasty breakfast, the host reluctantly 
wished his guests a safe return home. Arms crossed over a rumpled tuxedo shirt, necktie still 
askew, the grim faced President stood at the entrance of his grand dacha, watching as a phalanx 


limousines drove out through his gates. 


Beneker almost felt sorry for the man, having heard Kristi speak of how important these 
negotiations were for all of the parties concerned. Had anything been accomplished there — he 
hoped not The young assassin also caught a glimpse of Adel Pikantnova being bundled into one 
of the President’s cars by the security man, Ioanin Rostislav. Secretly, he wished her a safe 


journey, wherever she planned to go. 


“That woman,” Kristi blustered, her voice carrying across the length of the cabin, “she hasn’t 


even the courtesy to roll over and die! Why must she insist on fighting the inevitable?” 


Jolted from his torpor, David yawned and rubbed his tired eyes. Without bothering to look over 


the top of his seat, he called out, “You said something, Kristi?” 


“Ah, you’re awake. Come down this way so that we can have a chat. I need to give you your 


new instructions before we arrive in Tempelhof airport.” 


Though he preferred to stay put, Beneker heaved himself out of his leather cocoon and walked 
the short distance to the rear of the plane. Settling down in the opposite row to Kristi, he glanced 


toward the television screen in the bulkhead to see what so angered his friend. Kristi un-muted 


the device and they both listened intently to the reporter’s comments regarding the German 


Chancellor’s admittance to the Charite Hospital in Berlin. 


“...earlier today as she was about to address the Bundestag. Sources say that Kreuz collapsed 


while walking to the dais to make her speech to the Parliamentary Representatives. ”’ 


“That is correct Karen. The Chancellor asked the Bundespresident to recall Parliament so that 
she could make this special address; her office remains tight lipped about the contents of the 


speech.” 


“Udo, are the rumours true that the Chancellor has a heart condition? If so, will she be 


undergoing surgery and what are the chances of her successfully recovering from it?” 


“Slim to none,” hissed Kristi, killing the power to the television and throwing the remote into the 


seat beside her. 


Turning her attention to Beneker, she leaned across the aisle and into his personal space. He 


spent an uncomfortable moment as she caressed him with her coppery gaze. 


“Kreuz’s time is up, you know,” she said, as the whisper of a smile played across her lips. 


“What makes you so sure?” Beneker leaned back to put some distance between them. “People 


undergo bypass surgery all of the time and survive.” 


Kristi, feeling Beneker’s discomfort, leaned back into her seat and said, “She’s played her part 
on Germany’s stage — now it’s my turn!” She chuckled to herself, leaving the young assassin 


with the impression that she knew something he did not. 


“Once we land at Tempelhof airport,” she continued, “I have business at the Chancellery to 


attend to; I will be accepting the nomination as Kreuz’s replacement.” 


Beneker did not understand, “Shouldn’t that be the job of the Bundespresident - shouldn’t he run 


the country if the Chancellor is unable to do it herself?” 


“This time it’s different, David, my dear!” She glanced at him, her eyes sparkling. “Kreuz will 
not survive her operation, the Bundespresident will hold an election among Parliamentarians, and 
the coalition parties will anoint me as their grateful successor; a new age for Germany and 


Europe is about to dawn!” 


“T was not aware that the party leaders were even looking for you lately?” Beneker persisted. 


“They’ve been trying to reach me while I was in Sochi; Apollyon took the calls and has kept me 
informed.” Settling luxuriantly into the softness of the seat, she continued, ““When we land, you 
must go back to the family estate and await the arrival of Victor Colvin.” She turned and saw the 


startled expression of the young assassin. 


Chuckling to herself again, she said, “David, you, more than anyone else should know not to 
doubt me - Colvin will show up; he got what he needed last night at the dacha, and is on his way 
to the estate. How appropriate that the showdown is to be at the family home, where it all began. 
My father will finally have justice served and I will have my revenge!” Now her eyes were two 
balls of flame, igniting the darkness in her pupils - her voice sepulchre, “I watched as he 
executed my father and now I will take pleasure in seeing his execution at your hands, my 
dearest David, this is your time to shine.” Her hand reached out and touched his forearm, its 


iciness sending a prickling sensation throughout his body. 


“Before you completely snuff out his life, David, please be sure to give him my best regards!” 


She retracted her hand and closed her eyes, retreating again into her private world. With a sense 


of relief, Beneker mumbled something about getting some sleep, and stumbled back to his earlier 


seat, well away from the uncomfortable presence of the Baroness. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


“And there was given unto him a mouth speaking 
great things and blasphemies; 


and power was given unto him...” (Rev.13.5) 


The Reichstag (Federal Parliament Building), Berlin, Germany. 


A rider and her 1170cc BMW Adventure flew effortlessly southeast along Konrad Adenaur 
Strasse (Street) and across the River Spree. Arriving at Lobe Allee (Alley), she parked her 
machine and threw a few Euros into the ticket dispenser. Placing the ticket onto the motorcycle’s 
windscreen, she then removed her helmet with a flourish and shook loose her rich mane of 
chestnut brown hair. It settled lightly onto her leather jacket and encircled her finely featured 


face, which remained flushed after her ride. 


Her pupils in her green-gold eyes contracted as the sunlight, forced her to squint while she had a 
look around. Hitching her helmet to the spare one she brought on her rear pannier, she then 
rolled her driving gloves and motorcycle jacket up together and placed these into one of a pair of 


brushed metal cases on either side of the pannier. 


As she stepped onto the sidewalk, she took a deep breath of the sweet spring air, and then slowly 
let it out. A calm demeanour was the best way of passing the security checkpoint inside the 
Reichstag without arousing suspicion. Adel smoothed her short dress jacket and checked her 
dark, spandex slacks that she had tucked smartly into calf high black boots; thankfully, the ride 
had not wrinkled her outfit too badly. A last check of her makeup in the side mirror of her 


motorcycle and she was ready to enter the grand Greco-Roman edifice that sat next to her. 


oh 2 2 ok 


The Bundesrat (Upper House), Reichstag. 


The Federal President finished his introductions and invited the Foreign Minister to address the 
Federal Parliamentary representatives. Kristi stood, and then walked confidently to the podium at 
the front of the vast chamber. She had waited a long time for this day to come. Arrayed in front 
of her was a large amphitheatre, rising fanlike, up and outward and occupied by all members of 
every important German party. Behind where she stood were seated the visiting dignitaries, 
government advisors and assistants. In addition, there was the podium at which the Federal 
President of Germany sat; he was the second most powerful person in the country next to the 


Chancellor. 


Magdalena Kristiana Elizabeth, the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis, waited for the polite 
applause to fade and the Federal President to re-seat himself. While she waited, Kristi felt the sun 
send its blessing down upon her as it spilled its rays through the huge glass dome that towered 
over the center of the Bundesrat chamber. A long, lance-like, mirrored column suspended under 
this glass dome helped to diffuse that natural light through the chamber and bathed the 
parliamentarians in a golden aura. Even Germany’s Bauhausesque, Federal Eagle that hung high 
above the honourable members, glowed with this afternoon light. She quietly thanked her Lord 


and Master while fingering her pentacle charm in the pocket of her blazer. 


“My fellow Bundesrat members,” Kristi began, “it is with a heavy heart that I accept your 
nomination as Chancellor, and all of the duties and rights that this office holds.” Sporadic 


applause erupted; as did the odd heckle from her audience. 


“Tt is not my intention to permanently replace Chancellor Kreuz, who has proved to be a very 
capable leader, without the benefit of holding a Federal election to legitimize my rule,” she 


continued. 


Lying of course, Kristi needed to feed the moderates and vacillators what they wanted to hear so 
that they remained comfortable with their vote. Her supporters knew, of course, that she had no 
intention of following through on this promise. As Chancellor, she would have no time for 
something as mundane as a free election, since she intended to lead a united Europe toward a 
more important and pressing goal. As she paused ever so briefly, she allowed herself a private 


smile that only the gullible would interpret as benevolent. 


oh 2 2 eo 


“Oh...Entschuldigen Sie, bitte (I’m sorry)!” Adel said airily, as she deliberately bumped into a 


female journalist standing at the curb in front of the Reichstag. 


“Blod Kuh (Stupid cow),” bellowed the journalist, glaring in the direction of her assailant, 
“watch where you walk, why don’t you!” She shook her fist at Adel, and then returned to 


emptying her van of camera equipment. 


Adel, pocketing the journalist’s identification badge that she had just stolen, was already out of 
earshot of the remark. She quickly strode up the main steps, through the front doors, and into the 


expansive foyer of the Parliament building. 


At the security checkpoint, she noticed people of all sizes, shapes, races, and economic status 
(judging by the condition of their clothes). The Bundespolizei (federal police) quickly and 
efficiently checked each patron as they walked through the metal detector, and scrutinized their 
belongings that passed through the x-ray machine. Though the line was long, their German 
efficiency ensured that it moved smoothly and Adel soon found herself past the checkpoint. With 
the journalist’s pass in her pocket and her purse hanging on her shoulder, the young woman 
headed straight for the westernmost end of the ground floor, the Wandelhalle, where a cluster of 
reporters were already gathering in order to pepper the parliamentarians with their questions as 


the politicians exited the Bundesrat chamber. 


oh 2 2 ok 


“While acting Chancellor, however, I do not intend to maintain the status quo,” Kristi said. In her 
speech, she was careful to hit all of the politically accommodating notes. Now was the time to 


shake up her Honorable members. 


“T believe our present government has failed to recognize a growing dilemma. Through global 
commerce, our market for German goods has exploded; this is good for the pocketbook. 
However, with a global market comes global competition. Cheaper goods and labour are forcing 
our manufacturers either out of business, or to countries where labour costs are lighter on their 


bottom lines.” 


Kristi stopped to take a sip from her water glass and gauge the reaction from her audience at the 
same time. The conciliatory noises coming from her fellow Bundesrat members told her they 
liked what she implied; this was important; she needed to sound like a moderate to solidify the 
support for her Chancellorship. After they cast their vote in her favour today, she would have a 


chance to consolidate her power and spring her administration’s right wing, hard-line trap. 


“What Germany and our other, fellow Euro member states are witnessing is a shrinking middle 
class, bled dry by escalating debt, taxes, and ever shrinking incomes.” More applause came from 


a largely receptive audience. 


“With a shrinking middle class, rising unemployment, ballooning personal and business debt and 


a growing disparity between the wealthy and poorer classes...” 


“Ha...how would you know what it is like to be poor or even middle class!” shouted a member 


from the back row. 


“Yeah, you Baroness, who own half of Europe and are in nice and comfy with the Russians; 
when have you ever wanted for a meal or clothes and a roof over your head?” another 


challenged. 


Von Sonnenfinsternis glanced up, over her shoulder and caught the eye of the Federal President, 
who nodded in return and said, “Honorable members - please! Allow the Foreign Minister time 


to finish her speech uninterrupted.” 


The raucous members, mostly on the extreme left of the political spectrum, settled down and 


Kristi determined to win her audience back. 


“These honorable members are only partly correct!” she proclaimed. “Yes, I am wealthy and 
have been fortunate to have never tasted poverty and I do have some powerful friends. As head 
of Sunshine Industries, one of the largest employers in all of Europe, I believe I can bring 


valuable insight into how we might turn our present decline around. Let me explain...” 


What followed was a speech that Kristi knew would appeal to the broadest base of German 
politician, yet would take advantage of their biggest Achilles heel. She would draw from the 
deep river of nationalist love and pride that ran in every natural German, and turn it to her own 


agenda. 


oh 2 2 


As the parliamentary delegates filed out of the Bundesrat chamber, their conversations revealed 
to the assembled reporters that the Baroness von Sonnenfinsternis’ speech had made its desired 
impact. Already the jostling for attention had begun. With cameras rolling and reporters firing 
questions at the politicians, everyone tried to gauge what the agenda would be for the newly 


elected Chancellor. 


Adel remained on the periphery, quietly watching and waiting for a chance to get close to this 
woman. She also kept her eyes on the Bundespolizei who stood at various points about the hall 
and watched the goings on between reporters and the politicians. Suddenly she felt the tap on her 


shoulder and she stiffened; turning slowly to face the inquirer, Adel feigned indifference. 


“Excuse me, Madam, why are you here?” a Bundespolizei officer asked. He wore a forest green 
uniform, immaculately pressed, peaked cap and his black boots, bandolier and holster gleamed in 


the light of the hall. 


“Presse (the Press),” Adel replied, flashing the stolen press card and taking care to keep her 
thumb over the journalist’s picture. With a nod of recognition from the officer, she pocketed the 


card again. 


“Tt’s a big day for the Press,” the man acknowledged, “you folks must be happy.” 


Adel smiled at the man, nodding in agreement and then turned to watch the scrum at the far end 
of the Wandelhalle; the rising cacophony told her that the Baroness must be near. Finally, her 
target walked into view alongside some of her fellow party members. Pushing herself forward 


into the crowd, she made sure to keep Kristi in her sights, waiting for her opportunity to strike. 


“Gentlemen please,” Kristi said, her voice elevated, “please, I will answer a few more questions, 
but first you must allow me to attend the ladies’ room.” Half a minute later, Adel slipped into the 


washroom herself. 


oh 28 2 


With a flush of the toilet, Kristi rose, hiked up her panties and slacks, then smoothed her blouse 
down before fastening the waist button and slipping on her blazer. The presence of another 
woman, one who was redoing her lipstick in the large mirror that hung over the sinks, startled the 
politician as she popped open her cubicle door and prepared to exit. To Kristi, the reflection of 
that other woman seemed eerily familiar but she could not quite place where she had seen her 


before. 


Both women locked eyes and Adel while still gazing at herself in the mirror, flashed a smile at 
the politician, winking. Suddenly Kristi remembered; she knew where that face had been before 


and her skin bristled at the other woman’s unexpected presence. 


“What are you doing here?” the Baroness asked coldly. “I will have you arrested for trespassing 


”? 


if you don’t leave immediately!” She took a step out of the cubicle but Adel spun around and 
blocked her retreat, pushing the woman back inside with such a force that Kristi fell heavily onto 
the toilet, her head flipping backward and striking the wall. Now the politician lay splayed across 


the seat, dazed and afraid. 


With her lipstick still in hand, Adel entered the cubicle and straddled the politician, wrapping her 
powerful thighs around Kristi and pinning her arms. She vehemently stuffed a balled sock into 
the politician’s mouth and then flashed the cosmetic tube in her face, “Do you like my beautiful 
little lipstick, Baroness? It was a gift from an old KGB friend of mine; he liked me to make a 


most dangerous impression wherever I went!” she hissed into the woman’s ear. 


Kristi was at a loss for words, her eyes wide and her face pulled into a formless mask. Why had 
she not seen this attack coming? Why had her powers of foresight let her down now, leaving her 
at a loss - naked and powerless against this attacker? The Baroness attempted to struggle, but the 
assassin had her expertly pinned and her left hand ensured that the sock continued to stifle any 


sound that Kristi attempted to make. 


Adel shoved the lipstick tube into Kristi’s left breast, smearing her blazer, and hit its trigger. The 
Baroness’ body acted as the silencer, bucking briefly as a twenty-two calibre bullet tore through 


her clothing and into her heart. 


“That was for my beloved Irish, YOU BITCH!” Adel quietly growled into Kristi’s ear. A thin red 


line trickled its way down the front of the Baroness’ blouse as her eyes became vacant. 


Adel rose, turned from the strickened politician, and closed the door to the cubicle before 


walking nonchalantly out of the ladies’ room and past the impatient gathering of journalists. 


oh 2 oe 


Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania, Germany — earlier that day. 


The clear, cool air blowing south toward Berlin from the Baltic Sea swept away the previous 
week’s heavy clouds and ponderous precipitation. What remained, as David Beneker nudged his 
300SL onto the private drive just in front of one of two massive sets oak and iron gates, were a 


brilliant blue sky, bright sun, and puffy wisps of cloud. 


The von Sonnenfinsternis’ coat of arms, a golden sun sitting dead center of a black shield, 
radiating four silver rays shaped as lightning bolts, and representing the four points of the 
compass, glowed in this afternoon sun. The ponderous iron shield occupied dead center of each 


of the massive oak gates. Each time David saw its design, it reminded him of those childhood 


moments when he played with the future business tycoon and she would recite her family’s 
motto, “Erleuchtung Bringt Kraft (Enlightenment Brings Strength)’, as if it were some magic 
chant. Whenever possible, Kristi’s father had taken the opportunity to remind her of the family’s 
place in Germany’s history, and its future. Beneker knew that she took all of this seriously and 


therefore, would do anything to ensure that her father’s legacy would continue in perpetuity. 


“Yes,” squawked the voice on the intercom, “what business do you have here?” David saw the 


camera at the gate swivel in his direction. 


“This is David Beneker; I’m here to look after the guests until the Baroness returns.” 


“David, it is Karl, welcome! I’ve been expecting you.” 


The gates in front of the Mercedes suddenly parted and David pulled the vehicle forward, 
advancing along the cobbled drive toward the western-most side of the front entrance, where the 
mansion’s garage complex was located. With his window rolled down, he could hear a high- 


pitched whine that seemed to be approaching from behind and above him. 


Bringing his car to a stop outside one of the garage doors, he got out and looked up in time to see 
a small aircraft with unusually long wings flying about one-hundred feet above the estate. He 
walked to the trunk of the car, still observing the two-person plane, pulled out an overnight bag 
from the trunk and watched as the pilot swung around and took a second aerial tour over the 
grounds before banking south and flying away. Memories of Kristi’s warning flooded into his 


mind, “Colvin was coming soon,” she had said; an uneasy feeling told him she might be right! 
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Considering the Challenger’s prop was right behind his head, Victor Colvin was surprised at how 
quiet the cockpit of the ultralight was. He sat behind his old friend and pilot, Arnie Gutemeyer, 


in the tandem seating of this small aircraft. 


Now President and CEO of his own charter airline, Deutsche Fuggesellschaft (German Flight 
Company), the wealthy young pilot still enjoyed recreational flying. Gutemeyer and Colvin had 
known each other a long time; when the former had provided surreptitious travel to and escape 
from countries all over the world for the Old Man’s assassins. He still dabbled from time to time 
as a special favour, like recently flying to Istanbul to pick up Victor, who had just sailed from 


Sochi and had contacted him as his last resort. 


“How fast are we cruising, Arnie?” asked Victor. 
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The young pilot leaned forward, shielding the dials on the dashboard with his hand, then leaned 
back in his seat and said over his shoulder, “We’re currently travelling at 145 kilometers per 


hour and revving at 5800 rpm.” 


“Are we about two hundred feet up?” 


The pilot nodded, “I’ll bring us down to one hundred feet since we’re nearing the property 
you’re interested in.” Arnie pointed out the walled estate coming into view through the left side 


of the cockpit window. 


“Can you swing around and behind that car that’s just entering the property? I’d like to see who 


exits the vehicle.” 


“Will do!” The pilot brought the ultralight into a wide circle and slowed its speed to fifty-six 


kilometers per hour. 


Peering through a pair of binoculars, Victor noted Berlin plates on the Mercedes. As the car 
parked, and the driver exited Victor gave a sharp intake of breath, “Strike three,” he said quietly, 


recognizing the fellow from two sightings before. 


Tapping Arnie on the shoulder, Victor said, “Circle back around, Arnie, and take the Challenger 
up to two hundred feet. Bisect the property from south to north. I want to see where we can land 


this aircraft on the estate tonight.” 


The pilot gave his thumbs up sign and swung the ultralight around for another pass over the 
property. 
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Before locking up his car, Beneker popped open his glove box and retrieved a .357 Sig-Sauer 
handgun and a Gerber Mark II hunting knife. Zipping them into his overnight bag, he hoisted the 
bag onto his shoulder and headed to the nearby, western service entrance into the mansion. A 
short walk down a white, tiled corridor brought the young assassin to the security office where 
monitors festooned one wall and radios buzzed with intermittent chitchat from the security 


personnel around the grounds. 


“David, great to see you!” said the muscular security man from one of the chairs in the small 


office. 


“Karl, nice to see you too,” Beneker replied, less enthusiastically. “How have things been here 


while I’ve been away?” 


“Quiet, dull even. Any idea when Her Majesty will be back? Her servant won’t give us anything 
definite,” Karl said, nodding in the direction of the main house. ‘Her Majesty’ was a private 


euphemism the two men used in reference to the Baroness. 


“No, no idea, but...” Beneker’s voice trailed off as he pondered how much to tell his friend 


about the warning he had received from Kristi. 


Sensing something was up; the security man leaned forward in his chair, searching his friend’s 


face for some clue to his mood. “What’s wrong, David? You’re unusually morose.” 


“How’s the security system for this place, all working as it should?” David asked, ignoring the 


personal query. “Cameras and infrared trip beams all in working order?” 


“Yeah, but why? Are we expecting company tonight?” 


“Umm...maybe.” Beneker tore his eyes away from the rotating scenes that flashed across the 
bank of television screens and met Karl’s gaze, “Keep your guys here tonight. Rotate them 
through the regular shifts, but no one is allowed to go home; they can use the spare servants’ 


quarters to catch up on sleep — got that?” 


“Sure, yeah — consider it done,” he replied, anxious to know what prompted his friend’s cryptic 


request. 


“Another thing, are you aware that a small aircraft was flying over the property just now?” 


Beneker’s gaze drifted back to the television monitors. 


Karl settled back in the chair, “You mean the ultralight that flew over as you drove in, yup; its 
appearance was reported by one of my people touring the grounds, it happens sometimes. Could 
be someone just out for a cruise and was admiring the gardens. The craft has flown off now, they 
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say. 


“Umm...maybe. Anyway, tell your people to keep their eyes and ears open. I’ll be back a little 


later this afternoon.” 


“How long are you staying at Sundown?” 


“Her Majesty wants me to babysit the archaeologist for at least a few days — so we’ll see,” 
Beneker replied. Throwing his car keys in the security man’s direction, the assassin said, “Here, 
store these for me, Karl, will you? Thanks.” He bade his friend ‘goodbye’, picked up his 


overnight bag and walked toward the mansion. 
seateakokeok 
Adel wasted little time suiting up into her motorcycle jacket, gloves and helmet. Triggering the 


starter, the machine purred and she sped away from the Reichstag at a reasonably quick pace; 


passing emergency vehicles with sirens and lights activated as she retraced her route back over 


the Spree. She zigzagged northeast, out of the Bundesland’s (Federal State) boundary, making 


good time despite the late afternoon traffic. 


Entering the State of Brandenburg via highway B109, she punched up the throttle and brought 
her motorcycle to a respectable 130 kilometers per hour; the bike responded to her deft touch, 
easily weaving around the slower traffic. In no time the female assassin was passing through 
meadows, marshland and forest and by the time that she reached the town of Prenzlau in the 
northeastern corner of the state, she swung west and flew up the B104, entering the state of 


Mecklenburg-Western Pomerania. 


The shadow of rider and motorcycle became grotesquely large as the late afternoon turned to 
evening. Glancing at the image on the pavement, Adel smiled, thinking that it looked as though 
she were riding an angry Roadrunner. The BMW Adventure was a gentrified, off road bike that 
sat its rider high over the chassis. Its pointed, carbon fibre beak protruded over the front tire 
while a metal pannier extended above the rear. The motorcycle’s small windscreen was 
adjustable for any angle, and helped to complete the ‘angry bird’ profile that ran along the 


ground beside her. 


Before long, she arrived at the side road off the main highway that would take her past the von 
Sonnenfinsternis estate, which sat in the middle of meadow and field, just south of the town of 
Demmin. Throttling back, Adel brought her machine down to a more leisurely speed, and 
recognized the landscape that she had mapped the previous evening at one of Berlin’s many 
internet cafes. Zooming into the satellite view of the property, she had hoped to find an access 
road that might take her to an out of the way area by which she might enter unseen, and she was 


not disappointed. 


Now, driving past the high wall of the estate, she saw the mansion that loomed from behind it. 
Passing the large, double set of gates, and continuing west along the outer perimeter she searched 
for the hard to spot, access road that lay just a short distance past the enclosed estate property. 


The daylight was fading quickly so time was of the essence. 


The old road was not as easy to spot at ground level as it was from the satellite photos, but find it 
she did; just off the side road and overgrown from what looked like years of disuse. Turning 
from the paved motorway, she flipped a toggle switch with her right thumb and set the 
Adventure into off-road mode. Throttling up, she plunged into the meadow road beside the 


estate, looking toward the western part of the estate wall for a possible area of penetration. 


About a kilometer on, she spotted a copse of mature trees that grew beside the wall, obviously 
ignored by successive groundskeepers and security personnel of the estate. By this time, the 
darkness forced the young assassin to do all she could to keep her motorcycle on course while 
trying not to run into anything that might force her and the bike to take a tumble on the uneven 


ground. 


She reached the cover of the trees without incident, parking her motorcycle behind one of them, 
and removed her helmet. Shaking out her mane of hair, she quickly tied it up into a loose 


ponytail and tucked it into the back of her leather jacket. 


From one of the brushed metal carriers on the side of her bike, she removed a coil of rope and a 
nine-millimetre Beretta along with silencer. She also retrieved spare magazines for the pistol, 
stuffing them into her jacket pockets. Finally, out came a foot long, heavy steel tube that, at a 
flick of her wrist, would telescope into a two and a half foot long truncheon; she slipped this Asp 


into a sheath she’d clipped on her belt at the small of her back. She was ready to roll; she only 


hoped that Doctor Ahu Eser would still be there and that maybe, just maybe, Victor Colvin 


would make an appearance and give her some help. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


“When two men collide, it’s a question of honour...” 


Frank Peterson: “A Question of Honour” 


Von Sonnenfinsternis estate - same time. 


Dinner in the opulent dining room was sombre. While the staff discreetly served the courses and 
refilled the guest’s drinks, the conversation at the table remained subdued and confined to inane 
comments on the quality of the food or the pleasantness of the day’s weather. It was no surprise 
to anyone therefore, that at the end of the meal most of the guests went their separate ways. 
David Beneker asked Donald Heath to join him for a drink in the study; he needed to have a 


word. 


Doctor Ahu Eser, increasingly upset at her confinement had barely touched her meal and all at 
the table noticed her state of agitation. Her confinement was taking its toll on her patience, 
especially with thoughts of her son uppermost in her mind; she was ready to try anything to get 
away from her captors. Deciding to take a walk and clear her head, she quietly left the dining 


room. 
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Pouring himself a tall glass of single malt, Heath strode over to a leather armchair set beside a 
massive stone fireplace, and settled himself comfortably in front of his friend. Swirling the ice 
cubes in his glass, he stuck his nose just above the rim of the crystal tumbler and inhaled deeply. 
A bouquet of earthy peat and sweet fruit tickled his olfactory senses; the sip that followed 
brought his thoughts right back to the Scottish Highlands. 


Having grabbed a bottle of sparkling water off the silver salver, Beneker opened it and took a 


sip, then put the bottle aside again and plunged back into his own thoughts. Heath allowed his 


friend the time he needed, but sat there studying him, wondering what it was that troubled him, 


though he could take a good educated guess at what it was. 


“T’ve got to stay sharp tonight, Don,” Beneker said, breaking his silence, “Kristi says he’s 


coming tonight - the assassin, Victor Colvin. I’m sick and tired of chasing this fellow.” 


“So Russia was a bust?” 


“Yup, the security team in Sochi let him slip away and Kristi wouldn’t let me out of her sight. I 
would have liked a crack at finding him on the dacha’s grounds, but that was not meant to be.” 
David Beneker frowned at the recollection, his handsome face growing dark. “You can’t mention 


this to Doctor Eser, Don, what I just told you about his possible arrival here. Promise me?” 


The Scot drained his tumbler, nodded his agreement, and got up for a refill. “You know,” he said 
over his shoulder, “that she is going to find out sooner or later anyway.” He turned to face David 
Beneker, “Is he really coming, or is this one of Kristi’s eerie predictions that may or may not 


come true?” 


Beneker leaned back into the soft embrace of the armchair and closed his eyes, pausing for a 
moment. Opening them again as Heath was reseating himself. “I can’t tell anymore, Don. I 
honestly wonder why I ever agreed to this job in the first place, and you know what, Kristi isn’t 


the girl I used to know in childhood.” 


“I’m not surprised, Dave,” Heath said, ““We all change as we grow older. Hell, she’s head of one 
of the most powerful companies in Europe, one of the richest women in the world and is Foreign 


Minister in the German government. Of course she’s going to be different!” 


“No, Don, I mean she’s not like herself, it’s as if something has taken hold of her and 
transformed her into something more ruthless and self-serving. Not that she was ever really a 
caring and truly selfless person; but the Kristi I knew would never have contemplated murder in 


order to get her way.” 


Murder - Donald Heath did not like to think about it, especially with he and Heather so deeply 


involved. 


Pondering a moment, Heath then drained his scotch and said, “Dave, after this is over, put as 
much distance between you and Kristi as possible. Get your life back man!” Heath decided he 
needed a little extra shot of courage, and to dull the ache of despondency he felt inside. Walking 
back to the silver salver, he poured himself a generous double scotch, this time deciding to keep 


it neat. 


“Just make sure that Doctor Eser is nowhere near when the firefight starts, Don, got that?” 


Suddenly the door to the study swung open and Ahu stormed into the room; both men turned in 
the direction of the unexpected visitor, who, they felt, must have been listening at the door. “You 
horrible men,” she snarled, “are you really just using me as bait?” Her inner turmoil shone 
through her dark eyes, while her fine features contorted themselves into an unnatural scowl, her 


body tense. 


“Ts that why I’m here, to help you lure Victor Colvin into your trap?” she shouted. “How dare 


you! J hope that you both rot in Hell!” 


Heath noticed that she was dressed for the outdoors and, ignoring the rant, asked, “Where do you 


think you’re going, Ahu?” 


With an impudent shake of her long black hair, she turned and strode out the study without 


saying another word; making sure to slam the door behind her. 


“No one is to leave this building tonight, especially you!” Heath called after her, then looked 


back at his friend and shrugged his shoulders. 


David Beneker closed his eyes while messaging his temples; trying to slow the advance of a 
growing headache, “Just make sure you stay out of my way Doctor Eser,” he whispered quietly 


to himself. 
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The cover of night brought muted sounds and a cool, southerly breeze that revived Adel’s 
energy, despite her long day. With a rope coiled across her shoulder, she carefully climbed the 
oak nearest the estate’s high wall. Then she slithered along a stout branch and over the crest of 
the barrier. When just within the enclosure, she eased herself to a hanging position and dropped 


lightly to the ground. 


Leaving the rope hidden at the base of the tree, she took a moment to get her bearings, listening 
for any potential trouble. Then carefully, Adel started her trek toward the mansion, keeping 


herself low and hugging the base of the wall. 
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Heather Heath, left alone in the dining room, decided she would have an early night. While 
contemplating a hot bath and a good read before hitting the pillow, she bumped into a visibly 


distraught Ahu Eser as the latter burst out of the study, slamming its door in her wake. 


“Ahu, what’s wrong?” the woman asked. 


Flushed and visibly shaking, Ahu confronted Donald Heath’s wife. Instead of answering 
directly, she challenged Heather, “Do you want to redeem yourself tonight? Make up for having 


brought me to this prison?” 


“What are you trying to say, Ahu, what are you suggesting?” 


Ahu kept her voice low, “I need to get out of here, Heather. I need to contact the police. Will you 


help me get away from this place tonight?” 


Heather sensed the woman was having a hard time keeping her emotions under control but her 
plea was hard to ignore. It pricked Heather’s conscience and in a flash of resolve, she decided on 
just what action to take. Grabbing the archaeologist’s hand, she said, “Okay, follow me and keep 


quiet! I'll do all of the talking from now on.” 
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Adel had made good time, arriving at a multicar garage near the corner of the estate’s grounds in 


less than ten minutes. From her vantage point at a dark corner of the building, she could see the 


west service entrance into the mansion. Adel also noted how few foot patrols there were and 


questioned why the mansion and surrounding area was so poorly illuminated; from a security 


standpoint, she mused, this was a thief’s dream. 


She wondered if Victor Colvin had already come and gone. Was Doctor Eser even in the 
building? Maybe this was why she noted so few security people — maybe there was no one left to 
guard! She wished that she had made contact with Victor after arriving back in Berlin; however, 
there was a chance he may not have survived his assignment in Sochi. There was only one way 
to discover whether the woman she was here to rescue was inside, and that was to enter the 


mansion and scout out the premises. 


Removing her Beretta from its holster, she screwed on the silencer, flicked off the safety, and 
prepared to leave her place by the garage wall. Just then, two security men exited the west 
entrance and Adel stepped backward, into the darkness. As the officers moved on, heading north 
toward the rear grounds, she waited for them to turn the far corner of the mansion and walk out 
of sight. Quietly, Adel stole her way toward the service entrance, flattened herself against the 


mansion wall, and with her gun held out in front, prepared to pull open the door. 
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“Hello Karl,” Heather Heath said. She and Ahu Eser stood at the doorway to the security office 


in the west service corridor, with the aroma of sausage and sauerkraut assaulting their noses. 


Along the south wall of the hallway were doors to various rooms, all of which lay empty. On the 
north side of the hall was the security office and the doublewide entrance to the now quiet 


kitchen. Further down the hall was the door that opened into the mansion. 


“Oh, hello ladies,” the amiable German replied, swivelling in his chair to face them, while 
placing his dinner on the desk. “You two shouldn’t be in this corridor, you know,” he continued, 


wiping his fingers on a napkin. “It’s for staff only, but what can I do for you?” 


“My husband and Mr. Beneker are in the study and need to speak with you urgently. They asked 
Doctor Eser and me, since we were passing this way for a walk, to ask you in person to come and 
see them.” Heather kept her eyes fixed on the security guard, her face remained impassive; she 


affected sincerity in hopes he would believe her. 


A look of consternation crossed the man’s face, “Why couldn’t they call me here?” he asked. 


“Mr. Beneker knows I can’t leave the office unoccupied.” 


“T’m sorry, Karl, but you’ll have to ask him yourself. Mr. Beneker insisted that I tell you 
personally, that he needs to have a face to face talk as soon as possible.” The ploy worked and 


Karl got up, shaking his head in disbelief. 


As soon as the officer was out of the corridor, Heather entered the security room and quickly 
grabbed the closest set of car keys from the open cabinet on the wall; it had a Mercedes 


medallion dangling from its ring. 


“Come on Ahu, let’s get out of here!’ Heather said, as she pushed into the corridor. She was 
about to turn toward the west exit when the sound of Apollyon’s voice reached them from the 


entrance to the kitchen. 


“Ladies, where do you think you are going?” 
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Pulling open the west service door, Adel slid through with her gun front and center. As soon as 
she entered the small foyer, her stomach grumbled as she took in the odor of sausage, sauerkraut, 
and mustard; she remembered then, that she had not eaten since morning. The sound of voices 
came from around a left jog in the corridor, people were close by, and she prepared for an early 


engagement as she walked the short distance to enter the main part of the corridor. 


“What do you think you are doing ladies?” the servant asked again, coldly. In his left hand, he 
carried an ebony cane with a polished brass grip in the shape of a ram’s head. His clothes, a long, 
dark overcoat on top of a suit that hung awkwardly on his tall, thin frame, told them he was as 


going out for the night. 


Both women involuntarily shuddered at the sight of him; his cadaver-like appearance and the 
washed out colour in his eyes elicited a prickling sensation on their skin. Instinctively, Heather 


gripped the keys more tightly in her fist. 


“We’re going for a walk and decided to go out the west exit door for a change,” the professor’s 
wife replied coolly, grabbing the archaeologist’s hand, trying to pull her close. Ahu, however, 


refused to budge, standing as if entranced by Apollyon’s movements. 


“Why are you in the security office? It is out of bounds for anyone but security personnel - you 
of all people, Mrs. Heath, should know this! What the...” Apollyon’s voice trailed off as he 


glanced over the heads of the women at a new threat that approached. 


Before Heather could reply, she saw the look of surprise cross Apollyon’s face and wheeled 


around to see who was running up behind them. 


Adel’s dark figure pushed past the two women, and inserted itself between them and Apollyon, 
her 9mm Beretta menacing the servant. “Back off, mister, stay away from these ladies,” the 
assassin warned. Then over her shoulder she said, “Doctor Eser, you’re coming with me; we’re 
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getting the hell out of here 


Angrily, Apollyon lifted his walking stick and threatened to strike. 


“T wouldn’t do that if I were you,” Adel commanded, “you are outgunned at the moment. Drop 
the cane, turn around, and get down on your knees with your hands on your head!” He ignored 
her request and continued to glower, his face hardening into a gargoyle like ugliness, while a 


subtle odour of sulphur spread into the stuffy air of the corridor. 


Heather was confused, was Victor Colvin involved in this rescue attempt, and if he was, was he 
somewhere nearby? Glancing toward Ahu, she saw that the archaeologist remained distant and 


unresponsive, still watching, glassy eyed, as the servant now confronted the stranger. 


“Look, whoever you are,” Heather said, addressing the would-be rescuer, “you should know that 


I’m taking Ahu away from here. I’ve got the car keys and am ready to leave.” 


At these remarks, the servant turned his pale eyes, now tinged with a menacing phosphorescent 
light, toward Heather Heath. A chill racked the young woman’s body, making her feel as though 
she had been plunged into ice water. Her shoulders too, felt a great weight pushing downward, 
attempting to immobilize her; it was only with a great effort that Heather could shake off her 


malaise. 


Fuming over Heather Heath’s disloyalty to him, Apollyon decided to turn his attention to the 
archaeologist, whom he knew he held under his sway. “You are not to leave here, Doctor Eser, 
do you understand?” he said, his voice sepulchre. Ahu Eser refused to respond, instead just 


moving gently back and forth while standing in one spot and now staring at the corridor floor. 


“That’s not your call, mister,’ Adel shot back, waving the nose of the Beretta at him. Over her 
shoulder, she addressed Heather, “Lady, you’d better get a move on and get the Doctor out of 


here. Don’t forget to open the estate’s gates; it’Il be easier than driving through them.” 


“You will be sorry if you leave, Mrs. Heath,” Apollyon warned. 


“Shut up, zombie man! I told you to turn around and kneel with your hands on your head,” the 


assassin commanded, stepping towards him. 


Heather entered the small security office, punched the buttons that activated both sets of gates, 
then quickly exited and grabbed Ahu’s hand. The archaeologist’s movements were tentative, 


slowing Heather’s attempt at a fast retreat down the hall. 


“Come on Ahu, let’s get out of here!” she urged. The archaeologist only shuffled, her eyes again 


turning toward the cadaverous servant and the scene unfolding in the corridor. 


Only briefly looking away from the man she was guarding, Adel wanted to see that the women 


were indeed on their way. Suddenly her right hand exploded in pain and her fingers fumbled the 


gun, which fell, skidding across the floor from the blow of Apollyon’s cane; he had taken 


advantage of the brief distraction to strike, leaving her without her most potent weapon. 


As the servant pushed forward for a second attack, Adel retreated toward the security office, 
hoping to find something with which to fight the man’s cane. She glanced into the room and saw 
a broom, which lay against the wall just inside of the door. Grabbing hold of it, she turned to 


Heather and Ahu and said, “Go! Get out of here! Stop dragging your feet!” 


She turned her attention back to the attacker in time to deflect a downward blow with the 
broom’s handle, deftly swatting the cane to the left yet wincing as the vibration affected her 
injured hand. With a fluid return, she pivoted the handle from blocking to punching, stepping 


forward, and delivering a blow to the servant’s sternum with the tip of the handle. 


The man staggered back toward the wall of the corridor and she pursued, swivelling the bristle 
end of the broom around within the narrow confines of the hall. Putting all her weight into the 
strike, she landed the broom across the Apollyon’s skull, causing him to teeter to the right and 
lose his cane in the process. Her broom shattered at the force of the blow and she tossed the 
shards aside. Reaching to her back, she unsheathed her steel asp and with a flick of her wrist, 


telescoped the truncheon into a deadly two-and-a-half-foot equalizer. 


Apollyon cried out to the archaeologist and Adel hoped that it would go unheeded; she hoped 


that they were beyond his influence now and driving out of the grounds. 


Stepping forward she prepared to deliver the knockout blow, while keeping her eye on the 


servant as he straightened up. Pulling himself up to his full height, she noticed an object glowing 


in his hand and realized that he had removed a dagger from somewhere on his person. With an 


evil look of satisfaction, Apollyon edged forward. 
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While the fighting continued, Heather dragged the reluctant Ahu toward the west exit door, 
pleading with her to move more quickly. The archaeologist, however, seemed bewitched, 
unwilling, or unable to take her dark eyes off the action that was unfolding behind them. “Doctor 
Eser, do not leave me!” Apollyon commanded, reinforcing her resistance to Heather Heath’s 


attempt at an escape. 


With Apollyon’s attention diverted by Ahu, Adel suddenly launched a vicious roundhouse kick 
that sent the old servant into the corridor wall, making him drop his dagger. As he attempted to 
regain his equilibrium, Adel prepared to finish him off, though tougher than she expected, he was 


not going to be any match for her skills, she thought smugly. 


Desperately close to the dogleg in the corridor where the outside door lay, Heather renewed her 
effort to pull her reluctant companion the remaining few feet toward that exit. The monster’s 
words had had their affect, however, and Ahu dug in her heels, refusing to budge. Suddenly she 
decided to fight Heather’s attempts to vacate the hallway, pulling the other’s hands off her arm, 


and turning defiantly in Apollyon’s direction. 


Heather Heath noted that Ahu’s normally lustrous, calm eyes were aflame with an energy and 
anger the other woman had never seen before. The doctor’s mood had turned from lethargic to 
belligerent and Heath realized she was beyond help, and fully under Apollyon’s control. The 
sight of her face made the hair on the back of Heather’s neck stand up — it was a contorted 
hideous mask of hate. The archaeologist’s lips now mouthed unspoken words as she gazed at the 


combatants in the corridor. 


Suddenly, Heather heard the sound of a heavy steel object hit the floor, and she glanced back to 
where Apollyon and the assassin had been trading blows. Adel’s metal truncheon now lay at the 
servant’s feet. To her astonishment and horror, she saw that Apollyon had managed to retrieve 
his dagger and now stood holding Adel in a chokehold, while his free hand prepared to plunge 
the blade into her breast. His nails dug deeply into the woman’s soft flesh, while her blood 
bubbled out of the wounds and her feet, dangling in the air, kicked frantically hoping to make 


contact with the monster that held her. 


For Heather Heath time suddenly moved sideways. She felt herself swoon and stumble forward, 
forcing her to grab onto the wall for support. Pulling herself up, she stood helplessly at the end of 
the corridor, so close to an escape - but without Ahu, it meant nothing. Eerily, she seemed frozen 
in some horrible nightmare, unable to go through the door to her freedom and unsure how to help 
their would-be rescuer. Enough was enough, she thought, looking at the archaeologist, Heather 


determined to grab her and force a final dash toward the exit; but it was too late! 


“Aaaahhheee...GOD IS GREAT!” Ahu Eser cried, in a sudden fit of maniacal enthusiasm. The 
next moment, the archaeologist had catapulted herself back up the corridor toward where the 
combatants wrestled. Speechless, Heather watched Ahu run the short distance, her lustrous black 
hair flying out behind her like some crazed wrath. With a renewed single-mindedness, Ahu 


scooped up the assassin’s Beretta on her way. 


Stopping just a few feet from where the servant held Adel in his chokehold, squeezing the life 
from her, Ahu Eser pointed the gun, aimed and opened fire, shouting, “GET THEE TO HELL, 
YOU BEAST!” Puff, puff...puff, puff, puff - five shots through a silencer hit their mark and 
Apollyon fell heavily to the floor. 


Adel now dropped to a kneeling position, her head bowed and clutching at her bleeding throat; 
she laboured for air and tried to shake off her exhaustion. The old servant lay dead, splayed on 
his back, eyes and mouth wide in seeming astonishment as a pool of his pungent blood oozed 
around his torso. The air in the close confines of the service corridor slowly filled with the fetid 
stench of warm sulphur. Ahu just stood there, abruptly shaken out of her stupor and wondering 


where she was. The weapon she had used lay at her feet. 


Glancing up from where she crouched, Adel saw that both women still stood in the corridor and 
she croaked, “Go! Get out of here while you still can...” The effort at talking threw her into a fit 
of coughing, and more blood bubbled out of the side of her mouth; unconsciously, she wiped it 


off with the back of her hand. Now, painfully, she crawled to where her Beretta lay. 


Heather Heath recovered her composure and needed no more encouragement than the assassin’s 
words to return to Ahu. She pulled the archaeologist, who no longer resisted, toward the west 
exit and into the chill night air beyond. Pushing the buttons on the key fob to discover which 
car’s keys she possessed, she found to her relief that it was the Mercedes, parked just outside the 


garage doors, which responded. 


She pushed Ahu Eser into the passenger seat and closed the door behind her. Then, as she 
entered the driver’s side, she heard David Beneker’s voice call out from the front entrance of the 
mansion. Noticing him sprint toward the car, she slammed her door, fired up the ignition, and 
gunned the engine. With tires squealing on the cobbles, she and Ahu flew out of the open gates 


of the estate compound and down the road toward the main highway and Berlin. 


oh 2 2 ok 


David Beneker and Donald Heath followed Karl and another security man across the broad hall 


of the mansion back toward the service corridor. 


“Don,” Beneker asked over his shoulder, “what the hell is your wife up to?” 


“Dave, I haven’t the foggiest idea, I’m as surprised as you are at her ruse.” 


As the men stopped just inside the large double front doors of the mansion, David Beneker 
directed his friend to head out toward the rear of the building and see if the women were 
somewhere in the back gardens. To Karl and his man, he told them to retrace their steps back 
through the service entrance into the west corridor, and see if anything had been disturbed in the 


security office; Beneker had an uneasy feeling about the women’s motives. 


“Like I said, David,” Karl explained, “she seemed sincere and it’s not like the women haven’t 
walked together before. Besides, after that puzzling message you gave me this afternoon, I 


thought that whatever had to be said could only be done in person — /’m sorry.” 


Beneker stayed silent, only waving the men off. He prepared to slip out the main entrance, so he 
could walk the perimeter of the building, paying special attention to all outbuildings. As he 
passed through the outer set of doors and onto the front portico, he heard the sound of a car’s 


doors slamming shut and he glanced at the garage compound. 


Recognizing who had just started his Mercedes, he shouted, “Hey, Heather, what are you 
doing\” Beneker broke into a run in an effort to catch them before they could leave the grounds. 


“No, Heather - oh no - damn it, Heather!” he growled aloud to himself. 


As the car’s tires squealed on the cobbles, he reached for his weapon knowing there was no other 
way to stop it now; that is when he remembered that he had left his gun in his room. Helplessly 


he stood there watching as his car disappeared into the night. 
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Arnie Gutemeyer throttled down the ultralight and turned it so that it would take the length of the 
field. Earlier that day he and Victor Colvin had identified this promising landing strip on the 


Baroness’ property; Arnie would drop the assassin here, well within the estate’s walls. 


Now, with only the moonlight defining the outline of the land below, the pilot brought the 
plane’s speed down to forty-five kilometers an hour and pushed lower to the ground. They were 
in glide mode, something that the ultralight with its oversized wingspan did well. With the 


engine turning so slowly, they were not likely to attract any unwanted attention with its noise. 


“You sure you can swing this landing, Arnie?” Victor Colvin asked. He sat behind his old friend 


in the ultralight’s tandem seating arrangement. 


“Just like the old days, Victor, except that this bird is specially built for short take-offs and 
landings.” At that moment, both men heard a cracking underneath them and felt the aircraft 
shudder as the fixed landing gear hit the upper canopy of a tree, by the estate wall. “Oops, sorry 
about that, Victor, it’s been a few years since I’ve had the opportunity to do a night landing 


without the benefit of lights.” Arnie quickly throttled up and pulled the craft above the canopy. 


“So now you tell me!” Victor swallowed hard as he looked down in time to see the landing gear 


just clear the moonlit crest of the east perimeter wall. 


Their descent was fast and quiet now; the prop barely moving as Arnie deftly maneuvered the 
craft down to a large well-trimmed, north lawn on the Baroness’ estate. Within a few bounces, 


the craft was on terra firma. 


Victor felt his body push against his seat belt as the forward momentum of the aircraft dropped 
quickly with the pilot’s application of the brakes. The ultralight was now down to taxiing speed, 
with Arnie wheeling the craft to the farthest end of the lawn and turning it so that it pointed 


eastward again; readying it again for a quick take-off. 


“Wait until I’ve fully stopped the Challenger before you hop out, Victor, remember that the prop 


is behind your head and could decapitate you if you’re not careful.” 


“Right, will do, thanks for the warning, Arnie,” the assassin replied. 


“Remember too, to run a good twenty feet from the aircraft after you exit, because my wings are 
unusually long. You don’t want to be knocked out by one of the wing tips while you’re waving 


your “good-byes’ to me, do you?” 


Victor Colvin only grunted in reply, then added, “Thanks for the help; I owe you one.” 


“Don’t worry, Victor, Pll come to collect when the job’s done.” Arnie finished the taxiing and 
brought the ultralight to a full stop. Lifting up his hand, he gave the assassin the ‘thumbs up’ and 


the two men briefly shook hands. 


Victor Colvin dropped his flight helmet on his seat, grabbed a small, dark duffel bag from the 
floor beside where he sat and hopped out of the aircraft into the cool, noiseless night air. Darting 
toward the cover of some nearby trees, he turned and took a moment to watch the pilot reseat the 
cockpit canopy and fire up the ultralight’s engine - keeping it stationary and throttling it slowly 
to full power. Once at full throttle, and with a noise loud enough to wake the dead, Arnie let off 
the brakes and the craft shot forward, its long wingspan grabbing air and pulling itself into a 


steep climb. 


Suddenly automatic weapon’s fire erupted from the edge of the lawn, aimed at the ultralight; 
Victor noticed it was all Arnie could do to avoid the bullets as they tore past his aircraft. He 
quickly dug out the Heckler and Koch from inside his bag, musing that it was a good thing that 
Arnie’s aircraft had so little body cladding to present as a target. Throwing off the safety, the 
assassin strafed the area where he had seen the muzzle flash. There was no return fire and the 
ultralight now flew well out of harm’s way; relieved, the assassin assumed he had hit his mark 


and turned his attention back to the duffle bag. 


Working swiftly, Victor heard distant shouts and realized that the noise of their arrival had 
attracted attention to his immediate area. He deftly screwed on the silencer to the Heckler and 
Koch machine gun, loaded extra magazines into his pockets and rechecked that his Glock 
automatic’s magazine was fully loaded before stuffing it into a shoulder holster under his jacket. 
He was good to go! Moving quietly, he headed south toward his objective, the mansion, unaware 


that Ahu Eser was no longer on the property. 
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Adel Pikantnova remained crouched low to the floor of the corridor. She was still unsteady on 
her feet and put out a hand to grip the wall as she attempted to raise herself. Apollyon’s 
fingernail gashes in her neck still oozed blood, though coagulation had slowed its progress; it 


was warm and sticky, coating the collar of her jacket and caking her loose hair. The pungent, 


sulphurous odour that hugged the stale air of the hallway forced her stomach to churn and bile 


rose into her throat; it was all she could do to keep from vomiting. 


Somewhere in the distance, she heard a car door slam, an engine rev, and tires squeal — it was 


time to go home, she thought, now that the archaeologist was safely away from the mansion. 


Carefully reaching down, she picked up the Beretta just in time to greet the two security men 
who burst into the service corridor from the mansion - unaware that she was there. Instinctively, 
she swung the weapon towards her intruders, emptying the remaining rounds of the magazine in 
their direction before they could pull their guns; her muzzle followed them as they crashed to the 
floor. Only when she heard the ‘click’ of the empty gun did she pull it away, eject the magazine 


and, digging into a jacket pocket, retrieve and drive home a full one with the palm of her hand. 


Swinging the Beretta back in the direction of the two security men, she lingered briefly to see if 
they stirred, but there was no need to worry about them. Now the sounds of running feet and 
indistinct shouting from somewhere inside the mansion intermingled with an annoying ringing in 


Adel’s ears - she needed to move, or risk being caught! 


With a grunt, she straightened herself and hobbled past the security office, taking a quick look 
inside. The assassin was relieved to find that the ringing was only an alarm on the main panel, 
two red lights blinked under their respective monitors on which was frozen a camera’s view of 
somewhere on the rear grounds. Someone had tripped an infrared beam, she guessed; maybe 


Victor Colvin was finally showing up to the party, a prima donna too late to be of any help! 


Half running, half stumbling, she covered the remaining distance of the west corridor with the 


sounds of her pursuers growing louder behind her. Turning right into the dogleg of the hall 


where the west exit door lay, Adel was about to push it open when it flew outward and a phalanx 


of rifle muzzles pushed their way in towards her. 


“Freeze — drop your weapon!” came the command, but Adel was already racing back up the hall 


toward the mansion, the security men at her heals. 


Her thoughts at dashing through the kitchen died as her retreat vanished in a wall of men and 


machine guns. “Freeze!” they shouted again. “Drop your weapon and show us your hands!” 


Knowing she was beaten, Adel stopped, tossed her Beretta aside, and put her hands up. From 
behind, someone grabbed her shoulders, kicking the back of her knees that forced her into a 
kneeling position. Roughly, the man pulled her arms down and together, and then she felt the 
cold bite of the steel handcuffs as they dug deeply into her wrists; briefly helping her forget 


about the pain coming from her damaged neck. 


Kneeling in the middle of that putrid smelling corridor, surrounded by dark, Kevlar clad security 
staff, Adel kept her eyes cast to the floor, her posture one of submission. Suddenly, there was 
just a hint of cologne wafting her way, a fragrance that she thought she recognized, but could not 


quite place. 


Through bleary eyes, she saw step out in front of her a pair of polished, black Oxfords. 
Languidly her gaze moved up to the neatly pressed, black slacks that covered muscular thighs. 
Still higher was the crisp white shirtsleeves rolled to expose well-toned forearms. Finally, there 
was his open collar, strong chin and that face, that handsome face topped by a thick mat of black 
hair. Despite the noise of the perimeter alarm, she managed to hear his sharp intake of breath as 


he recognized her under all the blood and hair. 


In his south German accent that had so captivated her in Sochi, he stammered, “Mein Gott (My 


God), Ms. Pikantnova...what are you doing here?” 


“Hello David,” Adel croaked weakly, her throat on fire, “it’s nice to see you again...” ...And she 


realized that she meant it! 


POSTSCRIPT 


The Oval Office, the White House, Washington D.C., the United States of America. 


The President swivelled his chair away from the day’s clutter on the Resolute Desk and looked 
south, out the tall bow window that stood behind where he toiled. He let the soothing green of a 
fresh spring lawn and the bloom of cherry trees in the presidential Garden act as a balm for his 


tired eyes. 


Fresh into his first term as President of the United States of America, he pondered with a wry 
smile, Fate’s hand in his ascension to becoming the first Afro-American to hold this office. Still 
gazing out at the scene beyond his office, William Theodore Alexander realized that his mother 
had known he would become something great one day, though modestly, he had hesitated to take 


her seriously. 


She used to joke that she had named him William after William the Conqueror, because he 
would ‘conquer’ the hearts and minds of people. Theodore was for Theodore Roosevelt, because 
he would grow up to be honest, straightforward and stand up for the oppressed and marginalized 
in society. Finally, the family name of Alexander represented the person of Alexander the Great, 


because someday he would lead a great nation in a just cause. 


His mind travelled back four decades, to a simpler time when his only responsibilities were 
doing his homework, getting good marks in school and obeying his parents. He closed his eyes 
and allowed the memories to unfurl in his mind like an old home movie; then all ended with a 


knock on his office door. 


“Sorry to disturb you Mister President, General Kay Walters is here to see you,” the aide said, as 


he stepped aside to let the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff into the Oval Office. 


“General, it’s good to see you,” Alexander said, rising from his desk and walking to meet her 
halfway, “I just wish it were under better circumstances. How are things at the Pentagon?” They 


shook hands and he motioned her to sit in one of the couches in the center of the room. 


“Thank you Mister President, but I can’t stay as I’m needed back at the Pentagon to prepare for 
this afternoon’s meeting. I just wanted to confirm that the time, 14:00 hours, is still alright with 


you?” 


“Yes, of course, and I’ve requested that the Director of National Intelligence also be present 
along with the heads of the various agencies. We need their views on what’s going on in the 


Middle East right now.” 


She nodded her understanding and then said, “I have some bad news - the Syrian navy has fired 
on one of our destroyers, the USS Detroit. Apparently, this is a warning to our navy to stay away 


from the Asian coastline; they threaten to declare war if we try to aid Israel in any way.” 


“Any damage to the ship?” the President asked. 


“Negligible, she doesn’t need to head back to Naples, but I felt it prudent to order the 
Commander of the Sixth Fleet to bolster our presence in the eastern Mediterranean and consider 


any threat against us or our allies as credible.” 


“And what about Russia, what is she up to?” 


“Its Black Sea fleet is on the move, ostensibly on naval manoeuvers two hundred miles off of the 
coast of Turkey, but we all know they’re watching very carefully as the events unfold in the 


Middle East. The Chiefs of all the branches will have full details at the meeting.” 


“Good, thank you General Walters, I'll see you this afternoon.” 


Snapping to attention, she saluted and replied, “Thank you, Sir.” Then turning on her heal, she 


strode out of the office. 


Watching her go, he felt a sense of relief knowing that she was at the helm of the Joint Chiefs. 
As he walked back to his desk, deep in thought, he realized that the time had come, as his mother 


had foretold, to lead a great nation in a just cause. 


End of Book Two. 


...And as the credits roll, “A Question of Honour,” 


Written by Frank Peterson and sung by Sarah Brightman, plays in the background... 


GLOSSARY 


AWOL (Absent without leave): This military parlance refers to soldiers taking leave from the 


military without its permission. 


Boyar: Old-fashioned term used to describe the Russian merchant class. 


Bundestag: Is Germany’s Federal Parliament. 


Canadian Security Intelligence Service (CSIS): Canada’s civilian intelligence service that 


operates both at home and abroad. 


Chakra: There are seven Chakras in the human body according to Eastern Mystics. They are the 
spiritual energy centres within the body. If one’s Chakras are in harmony and in proper balance, 
then one’s energies are equal throughout the body. Chakras affect both the physical and spiritual 


(soul) body of an individual. The name Chakra comes from Sanskrit meaning vortex or circle. 


Dacha: Is the Russian equivalent of a North American’s cottage, or summer home. 


Determinatives: Non-vocalized script placed before and after Ideograms in order to identify the 


Ideographic locations within ancient cuneiform text. 


DHC-2 MK III Turbo Beaver: A short take-off and landing, fixed-wing aircraft built by 
Viking Air, Victoria, British Columbia, Canada. 


Durrington Walls: An archaeological site sponsored by the National Geographic Society and 
five British universities. It is an actual Neolithic site in the south-west of Britain, situated just 


north and east of Stonehenge. 


Eros: Is Israel’s spy satellite. 


Geophysical Survey (or ‘Geophys’ for short): Is a systematic, subterranean mapping of soil 


substrata at a particular area of archaeological interest. 


Grubhaus (or Grubenhaus): Translated from the German as ‘pit house’, it is a house-like, 
semi-subterranean structure common in Anglo Saxon times in Britain (approx. AD449-900), and 


used for storage or accommodation. 


Homophones: Are a script that has similar phonetic sounds, but represent different meanings or 


objects. 


Hood: A falcon hood is made of leather and completely blocks out any view of the bird’s 


surroundings. While the hood is on, the bird will remain calm under most circumstances. 


Ideograms: Are a script that represents some object such as a plant, animal, person, country, 


etc., in pictorial form within a body of text. 


In Situ: A Latin reference to archaeological artifacts found and recorded ‘where they lay’, or ‘in 


situ’. This is before the artifacts are removed from the trench. 


Iron Dome: This is Israel’s missile defense shield. 


Jesses: Leather straps tied to the legs of falcons are known as ‘jesses’ and are used by the 
falconer to hold onto a bird as it sits on the gauntlet; they are also used to tie the falcon to a 


perch. 


Mossad: The Mossad is Israel’s civilian intelligence agency and the equivalent to the United 


States’ Central Intelligence Agency (CIA). 


Magnetometer Survey: This geophysical survey detects the presence of magnetized iron oxides 
in the soil substrata. Iron oxides are present in many archaeological artifacts such as clay 


potshards. 


Polyphones: A script that represents the sounds within a language. 


Scanning electron microscope: Explores surface and constituent ingredients of an object. 


Measurements are taken in microns (fractions of a millimeter). 


Section: A smaller, inner trench dug within the larger, original trench in an area of 


archaeological significance. 


Sharia law: Known as a divine law as laid out in the Muslim holy book, the Quran, and through 
the example set by Muhammad during his lifetime. It is believed to be the purest and strictest 


form of Islamic practice a Muslim can observe. 


Spetsnaz: Russian Special Forces troops called in domestic situations. They are under the 
command of the Federal Security Service (FSB). The FSB is Russia’s equivalent to America’s 


Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBD. 


Stoop: ‘To stoop’ is the term to describe the falcon as it moves into an attacking dive toward its 


prey. 


Thermoluminescence Dating: Dating that is used to test clay pottery, bricks, and other artifacts. 
A small piece of the object is ground down to a fine powder and fired to a temperature of 300 
degrees C (550F). The firing releases trapped electrons that ‘glow’ or ‘luminess’. The older the 
artifact, the more electrons have accumulated and are released in this dating process, thereby 


increasing its luminescence. 


Wait on: To ‘wait on’ is the term to describe the falcon as it circles the falconer overhead, just 


before its hunt, and while awaiting the release of its prey. 


oh 2 2 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


The overwhelmingly positive response to my first book, THE BLACK SUN ASCENDANT: An 
Assassin’s Tale, has convinced me to continue writing the final two books of the Black Sun 
series. Therefore, I would like to thank my family, as well as my friends and the many fans of the 
series for their support, encouragement, advice, and patience during the long process of writing 


and publishing these books. 


One person, however, has been most instrumental in helping me to complete this second novel, 
and that is my editor, Joanne. She has spent many hours poring over the final drafts of AN 
EARTH ECLIPSED: An Assassin’s Revenge, and has been both honest and rigorous with her 
editing of my manuscript. I believe that, because of her hard work and valuable input, my novel 


is more exciting and coherent. 


As usual, despite all of the help from those I have mentioned above, if there are any mistakes of 
any kind, they are completely mine and I will address them in later editions. I do hope my friends 
and fans of the series will continue to review my books and let me know what they think. You 


may email me at: spatzwharl @ hotmail.com 








Hans Victor von Maltzahn, the author of the well received, THE BLACK SUN ASCENDANT: 
An Assassins Tale (2011) was born in Dublin, Ireland, and raised in North York, Ontario, 


Canada. 


An author of poetry and non-fiction, Hans became serious about fiction in 2006, when he started 
to write the “Black Sun” book series. He has just completed AN EARTH ECLIPSED: An 
Assassin’s Revenge (2014), book two in the series, and has begun the last book in the series, 


tentatively called, A BRILLIANT DAWN: An Assassin’s Redemption. 


He currently lives in Mississauga, Ontario, Canada with his wife Joanne. 


For questions, comments or to purchase a signed, limited edition “print copy’ of Books | & 2 of 


the Black Sun series ($20.00 CDN each, plus shipping), please email: spatzwharl @ hotmail.com 





